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INTRODUCTION 


There are no happier hours of childhood than 
those spent in play-acting of one sort or another. 
To one for whom a wide corner of the attic under 
the comfortable eaves with the freedom of grand- 
mother’s costume trunk was the best reward for 
good behavior, it is a special pleasure to write an 
introduction for a volume of plays which, for 
practicability and range of interest, seems to me 
unexcelled. There are plays here for the very 
young, with their necessary touch of fantasy, and 
there are plays for much older boys and girls, even 
one or two which could be acted with fine effect 
by adults. 

Miss Benton brings to her dramatic writing for 
children long experience, and in this form of lit- 
erature the practiced hand is the best. For it is 
a most difficult task to write dialogue which young 
people can learn readily, and to suit the action 
to the limit of a child’s emotional capabilities. 
There is no better training for widening the de- 
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veloping imagination than acting, provided the 
young mind is not asked to strain its capabilities. 
Every one has experienced the unpleasant sensa- 
tion of watching a precocious child mimic. Miss 
Benton does not ask for posturings or posings. 
Her lovely plays are straightforward, simple, and 
they have stood the test of production in Chi- 
cago and elsewhere. She often takes a well- 
known story and makes her own dramatization. 
Again, she develops a fantastic idea of her own; 
but always she has the limits of the child theater, 
the schoolroom, or the home in mind. If she 
points a moral, it is done with such subtlety that 
to actors or audience it is implied rather than 
pounded in. 

The title play, “The Elf of Discontent,” is a 
lovely, colorful fantasy in which children, flowers, 
fairies, elves and fays dance merrily and in gay 
costumes. It should be an exquisite thing to per- 
form on an open hillside, in a clearing in the wood, 
or ina garden. Yet, the out-of-door quality it 
has could readily be reproduced by an informal 
stage setting. The verse is rollicking, and the 
rhymes are the simple sort that children love to 
commit to memory. 
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The Robin Hood story is one of the most vital 
of all legends for the young. It has mischief, 
robustness, and a strong moral. Enough of a 
scamp to be attractive, and enough of a moralist 
to be considered good, Robin Hood is a safe hero 
for any growing boy. In “The Silver Arrow of 
Robin Hood,” Miss Benton has constructed an 
excellent drama from any angle. Nor is it too 
difficult for easy production. It can be produced 
with a great deal of pageantry or with little. So 
skillfully does the author maintain her suspense 
and so cleverly does she draw her characters that 
she has made a little masterpiece of the old story. 

In her dramatization of Tolstoi’s “What Men 
Live By,” she has used stark realism and mys- 
ticism with telling effect. This is a play in which 
children and grown-ups could be used, and most 
satisfactorily. It is particularly adapted to 
settlement work, where persons of varying ages 
might take part. On the other hand, it is simple 
enough so that it falls quite within the powers of 
older children. 

“The Happy Prince,” Oscar Wilde’s fable, is a 
poignant, beautiful thing. It loses none of its 
delicacy here. This and “Queen Cross-patch and 
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the Scullery Maid” are my favorites of these little 
plays. Produced with atmospheric lighting and 
simple scenery, “The Happy Prince” should be a 
gem for any program; but it is so lovely that, 
given by itself, it would send an audience away 
filled with the memory of an exquisite half hour. 

Especially suited for the schoolroom or audi- 
torium, “The Children Who Work and the Chil- 
dren Who Play” is a lesson-play that takes the 
aisles of the room unto itself and makes them a 
part of the action. I should think that children 
would enjoy performing this rather simple drama, 
and that parents would be delighted with it. 
While the pictorial and pageant effects are em- 
phasized, it is dramatic enough so that it should 
not be, for a moment, dull. 

Humor, fantasy, and a good rollicking plot 
mark “Queen Cross-patch and the Scullery 
Wench,” this original play of Miss Benton’s, It 
has grace, beauty, and appeal. The verse is lilt- 
ing, and it has a note of constant excitement. If 
this play is ever given anywhere near New York 
City and I am not invited to attend, I shall prob- 
ably hear of it and send an evil elf to plague the 
days of whoever is responsible. 
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“Ivan the Fool,” another dramatization from 
Tolstoi, has a fine message hidden in its effective 
scenes. It is allegory cloaked in most dramatic 
action. It has moments of thrilling drama and 
of charming fantasy. It is particularly suited 
to groups in which children of varying ages are 
to be used as actors. Or, played by grown-ups, 
it would make a most effective entertainment on 
a bill of one-act plays where one with a somewhat 
juvenile appeal was desired. 

“The Liberty Bell” is again a piece especially 
suited to the settlement house or school, and for 
use on a patriotic occasion, while “Old Gentleman 
Gay” is a jolly dramatized poem for Thanks- 
giving or Christmas. 

The variety which these plays present is aston- 
ishing. There should be something here for any 
organization looking for a one-act play, or a 
longer drama, in which children are to participate. 
The contents range all the way from the highly 
fantastic to the realistic, from the elaborate to 
the simple. 

If as much joy results from producing them 
as I have gained from reading them and imagin- 
ing how they might be produced, Miss Benton 
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may consider herself fortunate indeed in provid- 
ing many pleasant and profitable hours to many 


people of many ages. 
JOHN Farrar. 


New York City, 
May 14, 1927. 
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THE PLAYERS 


-Tur Exr or Discontent *\ 
‘Tue Drone “ 
Tue Bee 
Tur Farry or ‘Content 
Jox 
Happiness 
FRuicity Fairies of Content 
MerrrimENt 
LavuGHTER 
Nancy 
- Perer YS 
JANE 
A Ros: 
A Liny- 
A Datsy 
—Cxrovup Farris: 
Rain Farries and Rarnsow Fairies. (These may 
be the Fairies of Content disguised.) 
Sun Farry 
Tur Lorp or Etves anp Fays 
-Evrin Pace A\ 
‘, Buape or Grass and other ArrenDANT Etves 
_Tuisties. (These may be real children or made 
flowers. ) 


THE PLACE 


A fairy garden. In front, left and right, have 
it so banked with plants that the Rosz, Liny, 
Daisy and TuistLtes may conceal themselves at 
the beginning of the play. To the right a few 
toad-stools. 

The toad-stools may be made of various-sized 
chopping bowls. These are painted to resemble 
toad-stools and nailed to stout posts sunk in the 
ground. If placed at a slight angle they more 
nearly resemble the real thing. 


THE PROPERTIES 


Thistles. (These may be of paper on wands, 
which may be raised.) Fairy wands for Content 
and the Lorp. Spade. Daisy chain and cowslip 
ball. Bag of fairy seed. (In this should be in- 
serted slips of paper on which is printed the 
rime with which the play ends and which are 
meant for distribution among the audience at the 
end of the play.) Pouch of seed (weed), horn, 
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and shadow for Eur. (The shadow may be made 
of black tarlatan and fastened to the Exr’s shoul- 
der with snappers.) Watering pots for the 
Rar Farrtes. Rainbow scarves for the RarsBsow 
Farries. Sword for Buapre or Grass. Horn for 
Eri Pace. Pot of Gold. (A large pot, gilded 
or burnished, is ideal. If such is not available, 
cut one out of cardboard, cover with gold cloth, 
and stuff with cotton, so as to give it a rounded 
appearance; or merely gild the cardboard. The 
Farry or Content must creep in with the pot of 
gold behind the Raryzow Farniss, hiding herself 
behind it. As the Pot is discovered, she rises out 
of it by means of steps placed behind.) A number 
of white balloons for Croup Farris. Umbrella 
for Peter. 


THE COSTUMES 


The Exr—a tight-fitting little suit with a 
peaked cap and a feather. Pointed cloth shoes, 
or barefoot. 

The Farrres—gauzy draperies ; barefoot. 

The Drone and Brr—black suits, stuffed in 
front and painted to resemble the insects; gauzy 
wings. 
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The Cuioup Farrres—white clown suits and 
close caps. Bunch the white balloons about their 
necks and let them carry a bunch. 

The Sun Farry—a yellow clown suit with a big 
yellow ruff. He may carry a wand, sunflower, if 
desired. 

The E1ves—all in green, caps with feathers. 

Fairy wings. Take wire just pliable enough to 
bend; shape it like fairy wings; cover with gauzy 
cloth, and paint. Or, cover with canvas and cut 
out designs; back these with gauze, and paint. 
Or, cut out of screening and bind edges. (These 
make excellent insect wings.) Fasten wings to- 
gether at base, and sew elastic which will serve to 
attach the wings around the child’s arm-hole. 

For the Ram Farries, use gray capes with 
hood. 
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THE ELF OF DISCONTENT 
A Fairy Garden 


Stationed in the shrubbery, but unseen as yet, the 
Ross, the Liny, the Daisy and the Tuisties 
awatt the sowing of the seed. 

The Exr oF Discontent dances in and turns 


a hand-spring. 


Etr. 
I am the Elf of Dis-con-tent! 
Ho,—ho,—ho,—ho! 
And always I’m on mis-chief bent! 
Ho,—ho,—ho,—ho! 
Whene’er a child exclaims, “Oh, dear! 
I do wish that the spring were here!” 
Or, “How I wish the day were clear !”— 
My powers grow 
The seed to sow 
Of Dis-con-tent! 
Ho,—ho,—ho,—ho! 
[He takes seed from his pouch and scat- 
ters it among the shrubs. | 
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Weeds,—grow among the flowers! 
[The Tutstixs begin to poke their heads 
up. The Drone flies into the garden. | 
Drone. 
Ho, you! Begone out of the fairies’ garden! 
Eur [Bows politely]. 
Good-morrow, my Lord Drone! 
Drone. 
Begone, I say! What are you doing here? 
Exr. 
If it please you, sir, I am sowing the seed of 
Dis-con-tent. 
Drone. 
Eh, rascal? It does not please me,—not at all! 
How dare you do so foul a deed? 
Exr. 
Not foul, but virtuous! See, here’s a seed! 
[He takes one from pouch and approaches 
Drone mischievously. | 
Let me make you discontented with yourself! 
Drone [Backing away in alarm]. 
You horrid elf! 
Don’t you dare! 
Exr [Threatening him with seed]. 
I see you idling all day long, 
[24] 
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Eating the honied sweets which of right belong 
To the bee’s industry. 
Come, are you not ashamed? 
[He throws seed.]} 
Drones [Dodging seed]. 
Clear out! Clear out! 
[He flies off. The Bux flies in.] 
Bre. 
What’s all this fuss about? 
Eur [Skipping gayly about Ber]. 
“How doth the little busy bee 
Improve each shining hour, 
And gather honey all the day 
From every opening flower!” 
Ber. 
How does he? That’s the secret of the bee. 
Er. 
Why does he? 
Bes [Staring]. 
Why ... to feed my family! 
Er. 
But why not make the drone work for his share? 
Why let him idle? It is most unfair! 
Bre [ With an angry gesture]. 
Bother me not! It is our ancient way. 
[25] 
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[He turns and flies to a flower. | 
Etr [Following]. 
That does not make it just or right, I say. 
Bre [Turning]. 
One word more, and I’Jl sting you! Go away! 
I know you; you’re the Elf of Discontent, 
Always trying to stir some devilment! 
Eur [Aggrieved]. 
It’s all for your own good. 
Bre [Sarcastically |. 
Is it? How kind! 
[ He edges near elf.] 
And ruis is for your good,—teach you to mind 
Your business! 
[He stings Eur and flies away. ] 
Eur [Sucking thumb]. 
Ouch! Bo-hoo! Bo-hoo! Bo-hoo! 
[Shakes fist. | 
Fat,—brainless person,—I’ll get even with you! 
[The Drone flies in.] 
Drone [Gleefully]. 
[ve summoned the fairies! They’ll beat you 
black and blue! 
Exr [Dancing]. 
Wait till they catch me, ho, ho, ho! 
[26] 
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Where they enter, out I go! 
They bore me so, ho, ho, ho! 
[The Farrtes enter dancing. | 
Content [With a wave of her hand]. 
Away, Melancholy! 
Er. 
Here’s heigh-ho for folly! 
[He flees. ] 
Farries. 
We are fairies of Content! 
Heigh-ho! Heigh-ho! 
Joy. 
And we are bent on merriment! 
Farris. 
Heigh-ho! Heigh-ho! 
Happiness. 
To chase away each foolish tear... . 
Fruiciry. 
To let the merry heart shine clear... . 
MERRIMENT. 
The seed we sow... . 
LavucurTer. 
The flowers we grow. ... 
Famigs [ All]. 
Of sweet con-tent! 
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[All courtesy. } 
Content [On toad-stool]. 
To work, fairies! 
You,—[To Jor.]—plow the soil! 
You,—[T7'o Harriness. ]—scatter the seed! 
You,—[To Feruicrry.]—scurry around, 
And weed every weed! 
Shower and sunshine 
Fall to the ground, 
That the flower of Content 
May abound! 

[4s she speaks the fairies work. Joy 
hoes. Haprrnsss scatters seed in beds. 
Freuiciry starts to weed. The Rosx, 
Lity and Daisy grow up.] 

Feuicrry [Pointing to TutsTLEs |. 
It’s high time that we came indeed! 
Some one has been here, sowing seed. 

Joy. 

The Elf of Discontent, alack! 
No sooner do we turn our back 
Than he sows thick his wicked seed. 
Feuiciry. 
See! Thistles grow! 
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Happiness. 
Weed, fairies, weed ! 
[All rush to Tutstixs and weed them.] 
Merriment [Going to Content]. 
Why is he loose to do so foul a deed? 
LavucHTER. 
He should be caged! 
Joy. 
Or beat with rods that sting! 
Happiness. 
Let us accuse the elf unto the king! 
ConTENT. 
Why wait upon the Lord of all the Elves? 
We can accuse and punish him ourselves. 
MErRIMENT. 
Come,—let us catch him! 
[She starts off.] 
LavcHTer. 
Hearken! 
[She lifts hand. ] 
Voice or Jane [Outside]. 
I won’t play! 
Votcr or Nancy. 
I’m going home! 
[29] 
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Voicr or PETER. 
Oh, have it your own way! 
Joy. 
By the pricking of my thumbs 
Something mortal this way comes. 
ConTENT. 
Hide, fairies, from their shadow! 
Famises [All darting under cover of shrub- 
bery |. 
We obey! 

[The CutpREN run in. Behind them ap- 
pears the Exr throwing over them his 
seed. When Content enters he van- 
ishes. | 

Nancy [Pauses in amaze]. 
Oh! ... It’s a fairy garden! 
See, there grows 
A daisy and a lily and a rose! 
JANE. 
Let’s stay here always! 
‘ Perer [Grumpily]. 
And, in case of rain, 
Duck under a toad-stool, I suppose! 
JANE [Looking at sky]. 
Rain? Is it going to rain? Oh, hateful weather! 
Just when we plan a picnic all together! 
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Content [Darting forth]. 
Hey-dey! What’s this I hear? Grumblers,—for 
shame! 
Cuitpren [Awed and amazed]. 
It’s a fairy! 
ConTENT. 
Yes, a fairy! And my name 
Is sweet Content! 
My children are named after 
Me,—Joy! Happiness! Felicity! 
Merriment! and Laughter! 
[As she speaks each fairy emerges from 
shrubbery and bobs a courtesy. | 
Now, who are you? 
Nancy. 
I’m Nancy! 
PETER. 
I’m Peter! 
JANE. 
I’m Jane! 
Content [In an awful voice]. 
Why were you grumbling? 
Perer. 
Because it looks like rain. 
Content [Aghast, throwing up her hands]. 
Alack-a-well-a-day! How very wise! 
[31] 
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aie 
Pray, will a little grumbling clear the skies? 
PETER. 
No,—but I like to grumble. 
[The Farries, save Content, all feint, 
backing off stage.] 
Content [Stares at him, nonplussed]. 
Ho! You do? 
T’ll turn you then to a little Clap o” Thunder. 
[She raises wand. | 
Hey, presto, change! 
Nancy and Jane [Clasping their hands to- 
gether imploringly |. 
Oh, please, please, don’t! 
Content [Graciously]. 
Well, then, I won’t! 
But what’s the way to deal with you, I wonder? 
Nancy. 
Oh, give us a fairy wish that’ll come true! 
Content [Plucks three flowers, and gives to 
CHILDREN. | 
Well, here is a fairy wish for each of you. 
Blow on the flower, thus: Tu-whit! Tu-whoo! 
And wish! But if you’re greedy, or, still worse, 
Unkind,—your fairy wish will prove a curse. 
[32] 


THE ELF OF DISCONTENT 


PETER. 
How, Madam? 
Content [Jumping on toad-stool]. 
Sit ye down! I'll tell in rime 
The awful tale of “Once upon a time!”’ 
[The CHILDREN sit. ] 
Once on a time I saw a maid 
A-weeping. “Come, cheer up,” I said. 
‘A fairy wish shall dry your tears!” 
My dears, I fear I’m most unwise, 
But I can’t bear a child that cries. 
JANE. 
Go on! 
ConTENT. 
Oh, well, she dried her tears and smiled, 
And showed herself a horrid, greedy child. 
CHILDREN. 
What’d she wish? 
ConTENT. 
Faith! Nothing new! 
She said, “I-wish-that-every-wish-I-ever-wish- 
for . . . should come true!” 
Curtpren [Eagerly]. 
And did it? 
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ConTENT. 
Ah, my dears, I’m wary. 
No child’s so clever as a fairy. 
So, hardly had her wish been uttered 
When o’er her head a charm I muttered: 
“Hey, presto! Change!” I cried. “A fig 
For all your wishes! BE A PIG!” 
[Impressively.| Her eyes grew SMALL; her 

nose grew BIG. 
And she began to root and dig 
For acorns. [She laughs merrily.] All her fu- 
ture wishes 
Were for such-like dainty dishes. 
[The CuttpReN look sad.] 

Peter [virtuously ]. 
We won’t be greedy. 

ConTENT. 
You promise? 

CHILDREN, 
Yes! 

ConTENT. 
Then wish your wish 
With gentleness! 
For a fairy charm 
Hath power to harm 
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Unless its power 
Is used to bless. 
[She is gone, muttering as she goes.]} 
Spell, work 
As is meant! 
Make them children 
Of Content! 
[The Curtpren clasp hands and dance. 
The Exr darts in.] 
Eur [Tickling Janz with feather]. 
You there,—hello! 
Little Babes in the Wood,— 
So happy and good! 
[Tweaks Peter’s ear. ] 
I know you weren’t so 
A moment ago, 
For then your faces 
Were covered with woe; 
_ But right well I know 
Or can guess 
With success,— 
The fairies have tried 
To befool you! Confess! 
JANE. 
She’s given us a wish. 
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Exr [Standing on his head]. 
That stale old trick! 
It makes me sick. 
Nancy [Angiously]. 
And do you mean the wishes won’t come true? 
Er [Mockingly]. 
What if they do? 
Tu-whit! Tu-whoo! 
It won’t be as you want them to. 
[The Cuovp Farrirs sneak in.] 
PETER. 
Oh, see the clouds! It’s going to rain. 
I declare I won’t come to a picnic again. 
Nancy. 
I call it a mean horrid shame! 
J ANE. 
It just wants to spoil our game. 
[They raise umbrella, ] 


[The Rar Farrtss enter and rain.] 


Exr [Gleefully]. 
It never rains but what it pours; 
It’s safer far to stay indoors. 
[He snatches umbrella from them and 
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mounts toad-stool; all gather beneath 
it.] 
Perer [Gloomily]. 
If you plan a pleasant afternoon 
For hide-and-seek outdoors .. . 
Aut [Shaking finger]. 


+ 4s RE eR ete 6 3 It’s just-my-luck! 
PETER. 

The clouds begin to gather 

And it simply pours. 
ALL. 

BRATS chins eh apraste wee Ge Just-my-luck! 
JANE. 


If you have a jolly fairy book 

To charm you after tea... 
ALL. 

TEE Eck vane oes wo = eis Just-my-luck ! 
JANE. 

Your lesson’s always doubled 

Till it’s hard as it can be. 
ALL. 

RM Oh as a ok Saher ee os Just-my-luck! 


But if it’s rainy Saturday 
With naught to do instead .. . 
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iit ei to ani 
Nurs Seka re Same cae ee eee ee Just-my-luck! 


There never is a story 
In the house you haven’t read. 

ALL. 
eters ye aa: Oa eee a Just-my-luck ! 

[The Curupren clasp hands and dance 
under umbrella. Thunder and lightning 
if possible. | 

PETER. 
Oh, dear, I wish... 

Nancy [Clapping her hand to his mouth]. 
Beware! 

JANE [ With hands to her ears]. 
A thunder-storm I cannot bear. 
IdowishI... 

Prrer and Nancy. 
Take care! 

Eur [Provokingly]. 
Oh, come on! Try your wish, I say! 
It won’t come true. 

Prerrr [Blowing on flower]. 
Tu-whit! Tu-whoo! 
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Rain,—go away! 
And come again another day! 
[The Sun Fairy enters and drives the 
Croups and Rar Farris away. | 
Peter [Jn glee]. 
I did it! Hip, hurray! 
[Throws his cap in air.] 
Exr [Dropping umbrella]. 
I reckon it would have cleared anyway. 
Nancy and Jang [Turning on Prerer severely]. 
You’ve wasted a wish! 
PETER. 
Oh, come on now, let’s play! 
[They start any game. | 
Ross [Fanning herself, speaks severely]. 
How hot it is! 
I needed that shower 
To turn my buds pink. 
Lity [Shaking her petals]. 
How dusty it is! 
Why, every flower is srarvine for drink. 
Daisy [Pointing a finger accusingly at the chil- 
dren, who stare open-mouthed]. 
And to think 
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CurtprEN should use their wish of magic power 
To hurt us! 

Rose. 
Little monsters! 

Liry. 
Did you not know 
The flowers were friends to children? 

Lity and Daisy and Ross. 
Why do you treat us so? 

[The CuttpRrEN huddle together.]} 

Daisy [Shaking a finger at them]. 
You’ve broken your promise; never again 
Will the daisy grow for your daisy chain! 

Lity. 
You’ve broken your promise; no more at all 
Will the lily make you a scepter tall! 

Rose. 
And nevermore will the roses blow 
To wreath you garlands. ... 

Exr. 
Heigh-a-ho! 
What kind of seed did the fairies sow? 
Consider the Flowers of Content, how they grow! 
A-mumbling 
And a-grumbling 

[40] 


THE ELF OF DISCONTENT 


At the weather! Ho, ho, ho! 
Lity. 

Be silent, chatterer! We flowers crave 
Only the drink of water Nature gave. 
[She wheels on Peter. ] 

But that bad boy 
Wished it away 
Just to enjoy 
A holiday! 
Liry and Daisy and Ross. 
A selfish, a seL¥isH, a SELFISH holiday! 
Daisy. 
Send for the SNAP-DRAGON 
To eat him up straightway! 
Perer [Mutters]. 
I’m sorry! 
Rose. 
Humph! Is that all you can say? 
[Mocking him to the others. | 
He’s sorry! [To Peter.] Prove it! 
PETER. 
How? 
Nancy. 
I see! I see the way! 
[She advances to Lity and strokes her.| 
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seicohcncekdbeie neater Sain 
Poor thirsty flower, 
I use my fairy-given power. 
[She breathes on her flower.] 
Come back, little clouds, 
Come back, drops of rain, 
And make the flowers 
All well again! 

[The Croup and Rain Farrtes reénter, 
and water the flowers and the umbrella 
under which the children take refuge. 
The Eur ducks under toad-stool.] 

Eur [After a pause during rain dance]. 
Very noble, I’m sure! 
Upon my word, 
It’s too absurd! 
You,—[ Points to Peter. ]—wish for sun; 
You,—[Points to Nancy. ]—wish for rain: 
I suppose you'll wish for sun again! [To Jane. ] 
JANE [With a wise little shake of her head]. 
Not I! I see what the fairy meant. 
She wished us Children of Content. 
And so I wish. . . . [She takes hands of others.] 
Let’s wish it all together. . . . 
To be conrentT no matter what the weather! 
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CurItpren. 
Tu-whit! Tu-whoo! We wish together 
To be conrENnT no matter what the weather! 
[They blow on flower. ] 


[Following the wish either of the two fol- 
lowing passages may be used. | 
[EITHER | 
[The Cuovups toss their balloons (silver 
if possible) joyously up into air. 
The Sun Farry appears with a sun- 
flower wand and points to the Rain 
Fairies, who throw off their rain 
capes and raise their rainbow scarves 
in a dance. | 
PETER. 
Look! The clouds show a silver lining! 
Nancy. 
Behind the clouds the sun was shining. 
JANE. 
Look at the rainbow arch inclining! 
[The Ratnsow Farries draw aside, re- 
vealing the Pot of Gold.] 
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[oR] 
[The CuitprEN may all sing and dance 
the song, “The Rainbow Fairies,” by 
Lizzie M. Hadley and Rossetter G. 
Cole, published in the “Child’s Garden 
of Song,” selected and arranged by 
William L. Tomlins. McClurg. The 
Cioups run together, bumping their 
heads; they weep and hold out im- 
ploring hands to Sun Fairy who ap- 
pears between them; he beckons, and 
the Raix Fairies, dropping their 
capes, dance a rainbow dance with 
their scarves, then draw aside reveal- 
ing the Pot of Gold.] 
Nancy. 
O see the magic pot of gold! 
JANE. 
Where the rainbow ends, there’s treasure untold. 
Etr. 
Pooh! It’s another fairy trick! 
PETER. 
Open it, quick! 
[Cuimpren advance to Pot, and open it. 
The Farry or Content rises out of it.] 
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Content [Smiling on CuitpREN]. 
Better than gold or silver,— 
*Tis soon spent! 
Brighter than sunshine,— 
Though not different! 
The content of the Pot of Gold 
Is . . . Content! 
T’ll creep into your heart 
In work and play; 
The rustle of my wings 
You'll hear alway; 
The light and shadow 
Of this fairy day 
Shall ever cling about you; 
I cannot do without you. 
Er [Calls mockingly]. 
Trickery! Trickery! Now you see! 
Wasted wishes, one, two, three! 
My, what fools these mortals be! 
T’ll seek better company. 
[He turns to fly away. | 
Content [Calls]. 
After him, fairies! Spread your wings and fly! 
[The Crovuns chase and capture him. As 
they bring him back, they may sing: 
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“Off to prison he must go, 
He must go! 
He must go! 
Off to.prison he must go, 
My fair gentleman!” } 
ConTENT. 
You, Elf of Discontent, who vainly try 
To dim our shining brightness,—you shall die! 
Attach the daisy chain and cowslip ball. 
[Cxovuns do so. | 
You are a blot upon the fairy name. 
ELF. 
Fairy, I hate to spoil your little game, 
But ... who made you my judge? On him I 
call 
Who is the Lord and master of us all. 

[With a sudden wrench he frees himself, 
and running across stage, blows on 
horn. Far away a trumpet answers. ] 

ConTENT. 
Seize him, good fairies! 
[The Croups recapture him. ] 
Er [Cries]. 
Lord, I cry to thee! 
Judge *twixt the fairies of Content and me! 
[A small Exrin Pace runs in.] 
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He passes on his vey! 
[Enter the Lorp or Att THE ELveEs aw: 
Farries attended by BuapEe or Grass: 
and other elves. | 
Aut [Bowing]. 
_ Hail to the Lord of every elf and fay! 


: Judge us, we pay 

ng Lorp. 

a Speak, fairies of Content! 

Ee ConTENT. 

_ Lord, yonder elf 

2 Would make all discontented as himself! 
‘o 
a Joy. 


_ He comes into our garden, sows the seed 


Of mumbling, grumbling,—every horrid weed. 
Happiness. 

He’d turn this best of worlds quite inside out ‘ 

And upside down if he’d a chance, no doubt. 

2 Feuiciry. 

He puts a finger in each pie 

_ And stirs things up. 

Z Er [Laughs]. 

A benefactor, I! 
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Of course I do! For that I was create,— 
The spirit of Progress in your lazy state! 
Joy [Angrily]. 
Destroy him! 
Happiness [ Angrily]. 
Kill him! 
Feuiciry [Furiously]. 
Slay him! 
Merriment and LavcHrTer. 
Hang him! 
Lorp. 
Nay! 
Ye shall not slay the Elf of Discontent! 
Etr. 
Didn’t I tell you I was innocent? 
ConTENT. 
Not slay? But he’s a wicked, horrid elf,— 
Content with one thing only,—that’s himself. 
He stirs the mud of every shining pool. . . . 
Lorp [To Arrenpant Exves]. 
Go,—lead the fairies of Content to school! 
Fairies [In horror, retreating]. 
To school? . . . US? 
Er [Doubling with laughter]. 
Ha, ha, ha, ho, ho, ho, ho! 
[48] 


THE ELF OF DISCONTENT 


Lorp. 

To school,—yov, Fairies! You must learn to 
know 

The meaning of “Content.” 

Lavcuter [Raising her hand and courtesy- 
Lord, I can tell. 
It means, “Be satisfied that all is well.” 

Lorp [Sternly]. 
All is not well. 

Shall we sit down and say, 
“As is the world, so let it be!’ 
Because it’s comfortable for you and me? 
HOW ABOUT OTHERS? 
Happiness is meant 

For atu men; when all have it, be content! 

Farries [One after another]. 
But. 

Batu. 

Butves 2 
But. 
Bs Si come 

Er [Cries]. 
Stupids! Do you not see 
That Discontent is a divine decree? 
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[He swaggers across stage.]| 
I am the Elf of Discontent! 
I am the lord of my event! 
[At a nod from the Lory the Etves seize 
him. ] 
Lorp. 
My lad, as with the fairies, so with thee! 
Learn thou the meaning of thy A, B, C! 
Etr. 
Eh, Lord? 
Lorp. 
That discontent which is the sign 
Of upward soaring,—that only is divine. 
The discontent which is a grumbling 
With gifts from on high 
Is mortal . . . and shall die. 
Exr [Suddenly throwing himself before Lorp]. 
Lord, I have sinned. Slay me! 
I make no moan. 
Fairies. 
Aye, slay him for the wicked seed he’s sown. 
[Drone and Bex fly in.] 
Drone. 
Aye, slay him! 
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Lorp. 
Who are you? 
Drone. 
I am a Drone! 
He tried to make me work. 
Bere. 
And I, the Bee, 
He tried to sow his wicked seed in me. 
He tried to make me idle. 
Lorp. 
Hear and obey, 
Ye elves and fairies all who own my sway: 
The shadow which Puck casts upon men’s minds 
Shall be cut off and scattered to the winds! 
You, Blade of Grass, attend, 
And do your duty to the bitter end! 

[The Exves force him to his knees. BuavE 
or Grass raises Er shadow so all may 
see, then shears it off and throws it 
afar. | 

Eur [Rubbing his heels]. 

Ouch! 

Lorv [Commanding attention of all]. 
Fairies and elves, ye are my children all. 
Where one is needful, on that one I call. 
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Each has his mission, the drone as well as bee, 
The Fairies of Content as well as thee! 
Men would be slaves if, at the start, 
They had not felt the bitter smart 
Of discontent within the heart. 
Therefore, I say,—Go forth and sow the seed 
Of Discontent-with-cruelty-and-greed ! 
Bring to man’s heart that divine discontent 
Which means striving for better government. 
For Progress is a discontent divine 
With what is mean and selfish. 
The task be thine 

To sting the world to action! 

Err [Bowing humbly]. 
The task is mine. 

Lorp. 
Only with that which cometh from on high,— 
Sunshine and rain,—the seasons that pass by,— 
Teach ye content with these! 

Er. 
Master,—I’ll try. 
I see now what is meant. 

[He swaggers forward. ] 
I am the elf—reformed—of Discontent! 
[Casts roguish glance at Farrtes. ] 
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Ho,—ho,—ho,—ho! 
And always I’m on Progress bent! 
Ho,—ho,—ho,—ho! 
Whene’er I see folk satisfied 
With what, it cannot be denied, 
Is sinful luxury and pride,— 
T’ll hasten, oh! 
The seed to sow 
Of Dis-con-tent! 


Whene’er I see good folk resigned 
To what is false, unjust, unkind,— 
Why then, I'll scurry down the wind 
Like lightning, oh! 
The seed to sow 
Of Dis-con-tent ! 
[He shakes a finger at the CuiLpREN. | 
But . . . when I see a child a-mumbling 
And a-grumbling 
At the weather,—then I'll weed 
Out Discontent, and sow the fairy seed. 
Where is some? 
[Harriness brings him her bag of seed. 
He takes from bag several printed slips 
of paper and eyes them, cocking his 
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head first on one side, then on the other. 
Then he hands one to each child, saying 
simply. | 
Can you read? 
Jane [Reads]. 
“For every evil under the sun 
There is a remedy or there’s none. 
If there is one, try to find it: 
If there isn’t, never mind it.” 
Peter [Reads]. 
“There is just one thing 
Which we all may do 
To make the world happy and bright,— 
Smile in the morning, 
Smile at noon, 
And smile again at night.” 
Nancy [Reads]. 
“What can’t be cured 
Must be endured.” 
Eur [Grinning at Farrss]. 
Fairies,—we’re quits, 
For now I see 
“What can’t be cured 
Must be endured” 
With gayety, 
[54] 


THE ELF OF DISCONTENT 


And that a frown won’t help a mite, 
So I'll sow your seed in my own despite 
And smile in the morning, noon and night. 

[He starts gayly forward to scatter the 
seed. | . 

Oh, T’ll scatter your seed like heavenly manna,— 
But I won’t be—[Stops short and shakes his fist 
at Farris. |—a POLLY-ANNA! 

[The Eur, the Farrtes and the CHILDREN 
advance and scatter the slips of paper 
with the verses printed upon them 
among the audience. | 


THE SEED OF CONTENT 


“There is just one thing 
Which we all may do 
To make the world happy and bright, 
Smile in the morning, 
Smile at noon, 
And smile again at night!” 


THE END 
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THE PEOPLE 


Rozsin Hoop 

Marian 

ALAn-A-DALE 

Witt ScarvettT 

LittLesoHNn The Merry Men 
Friar Tuck 

Mucu and others 

Tue Goopy Wuo Lives in THE Woop 
Pracy ' Her Grandchildren 

Tim 

Tue Suerirr or NotrincHAaM 
Tue Bisuor or NotriNGcHAM 

Tue Burcuer or NotTtinGHaM 
Tue Baker or NoTriNGHAM 

Kine JoHN or ENGLAND 

Tue Mercuant or Lonpon Town 
Tue Wire To THE SHERIFF 

Four Suerirr’s MeN (at least) 
Tue SuHeERIFF’s PaGE 

Tue Kina’s Two Paces 

Tuer CHILDREN oF NoTTINGHAM 


If the omission of the CurmpREN or NorrTinec- 
HAM be desired, let the BurcHErR and the Baker 
enter in the Prologue in place of them, saying: 

Burcuer [ With a bow]. The Butcher! 

Baxer [With a bow]. The Baker of Notting- 
ham Town! 

In Act III, omit all speeches in parentheses, 
and in Act IV, let the Surrirr’s Pacr speak the 
CHILDREN’S parts. 


THE PLACE 


If given out of doors, the same scene will suffice 
for all acts. 
PROLOGUE 
The Market-place. 
Acr I 
The Forest of Sherwood, near Rosin Hoop’s 
camp. 
Act II 
The Svenirr’s gardens. © 
Act III 
Scene I. The forest near Rosin’s camp. 
Scene II. Theedge of the forest near Goopy’s 


cottage. 
Acr IV 


The Suezirr’s gardens, 


THE PERIOD 


The reign of Kine Jonn or Enexanp, when, 
owing to the cruelty of the laws, men took refuge 
in the forest and the greenwood. 
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THE PROPERTIES 


Bows and arrows for Ouriaws, and for Tim. 
A target. Spears for Suerirr’s Men. A horn 
for Manian and, if possible, for all Ournaws. A 
silver arrow with a bit of parchment attached. 
A trumpet for Kine’s Pace. A pennon for 
Kine’s Pace—(three yellow lions on red ground). 
A merchant’s bag containing various costumes. 
A basket containing a flask of wine, a knuckle of 
ham and a loaf. Garlands for Marian. A rope 
to bind Goopy. A rabbit—alive, if possible. A 
monstrous key. 
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PROLOGUE 


Gentles, hearken to our play! 

Though the tale’s oft told, 

Still the story’s new to-day, 

As in days of old. 

Rich and poor ye have with you alway. 

The players swing in gayly from the center back, 
the forest people turning to the right as they 
enter, and the town people, beginning with the 
Bisuop, turning to the left, until all form a 
semi-circle, through which the Surnirr enters, 
followed by the four Suxenirr’s Men. Each 
speaks as he enters. 


Rosin Hoop. Oh, I am the lad of the fair 
greenwood, 
Known by the name of Robin Hood. 
Marian. And I am Marian, his dame. 
Merry Men [Running in and pointing bows 
and arrows at audience]. And we are his Merry 
Men of glorious fame. 
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[She ; Ay haar 2 of Tm pie Peery, cho 
courtesy.| : 
-Bisnor. I am a Bishop of great renown. 
Cuttpren [Running in]. And we are the chil 

dren of Nottingham town. 
Mercuant [Carrying huge bag]. I amamer- — 


a 


chant; I thrive apace 
On the sale of Genoa velvet and lace. : 
Wire or Suerirr. I the wife of the sheriff am, 
But he’s the SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM. 
[She points dramatically as the SuerirF 
enters. | 
[The Surnirr enters pompously, followed 
by his men. (Here, if desired, may be 
inserted the Suerirr’s song from the 
opera of Robin Hood by Reginald de 
Koven, the SuxrirF singing, assisted by 
the others. As the song ends, the sound 
of a trumpet is heard and the forest 
group quietly vanishes into the forest.) 
Enter a Pace blowing upon a trumpet, 
from which swings a pennon of three 
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yellow lions upon a red ground. He 
enters through the audience. } 

Suerirr [Striding forward]. Ho, who are 
you, swaggering into Nottingham, bearing the 
arms of England? 

Paces [Cries]. Way for the king! Make way! 
Way for King John! 

Suegirr [Gaping]. The king? 

Bisuop [Likewise gaping]. The king? 

Pace. The king! 

[The Krve enters, attended by Pacr or 
Paces. He carries in one hand a silver 
arrow and in t’other hand a crumpled 
bit of parchment. All bow profoundly 
as he enters. | 

Suerirr. Your majesty, your majesty, you 
honor our city. Welcome to Nottingham! 

Kine [In a towering rage]. Are you the 
sheriff? I'll break you, my man! I'll hang you 
in your garters. A pretty sheriff, you... 

Suerirr. Your maj—! 

Kine. What the deuce d’you mean by letting 
outlaws possess your forests and your highways? 

Suerirr. But, your majesty,—outlaws swarm 
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all over merry England, rebel spirits who flee from 
your kindly laws... . 

Kine. But nowhere in England is there so 
rebel a spirit as that of Robin Hood. [Suerirr 
breathes softly, “Ah! Robin Hood!’’| See what 
pierced my cap as I rode into Nottingham! [He 
jabs the parchment onto the silver arrow and 
hands it to the Suenrtrr. | 

Suerirr [With the Bisuor looking over his 
shoulder, reads]. ‘Know all men, that I, Robin 
Hood, permit John of England safe passage 
through the forest.” 

Kine [Furiously]. Is Robin sheriff? Is Robin 
king? This rebel Earl of Huntingdon, whom I 
outlawed, permits me, the king, safe passage 
through the forest. By heavens, I'll permit him 
safe passage to hell! ... See to it, Sheriff! 
Three days hence I return to Nottingham. If by 
that time ye have not hanged Robin Hood, Pll 
have you beaten with your Sheriff’s wand! 

Bisoor. But, your majesty . 

Kine [Rounding on him]. And TM beat you, 
Bishop, with your Bishop’s miter. 

Suerirr [Dazed]. Beat me,—the Sheriff of 
Nottingham? 
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Bisnop [Simultaneously with Surnirr]. Beat 
me,—the Bishop of Nottingham? 

Kiye. And cast you into the gutter! Fare 
ye well! [He turns and goes, accompanied by his 
Paces. There is a sound of suppressed laughter 
from crowd. | 

Suerirr [Angrily]. Be off! 

[All hurry away save the Surnrirr’s WirE 
and the Bisnor. The Suenirr, his 
Wire and the Bisuor all stare at one 
another. | 

Wirt. Heavens! What injustice! 

Bisuor. I always said you winked at Robin’s 
misdoings. Why, his foolish babbling of the poor 
folks’ rights is causing England to ferment like 
hops in a vat. 

Suerirr. Wink? Not I! But force hath 
failed to catch him, and as for craft... 

Bisuor. Robin is craftier than thou, my poor 
Sheriff. 

Suerirr. No such thing! I'll take him yet! 
Tg » 

Bispuor. Tush, man, I fear me thou hast not 
the wits. 

Wirt. Nay,—but we have! Hearken to me! 
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We'll give a shooting match, and feast all the 
archers of the countryside, and offer as prize 
this silver arrow. That’ll fetch Robin Hood, a 
vain man, he,—and proud of his skill! 
Suerirr. But, how shall we know him? 
Wire. By his suit of green and by his haughty 
ways! Trust me, my lord! 
Suenrirr [After due consideration]. We'll try 
thy woman-wit ; it may prevail 
As Mother Eve trapped Adam. 
Wire [Demurely]|. If it fail 
Through thy man-handling, thou may’st surely 
claim, 
Like Father Adam, the woman is to blame. 
Bisoop [Peaceably]. Come, come, my chil- 
dren, let us start the game 
A-rolling! 
[ All pass out.] 


[66] 


ACT I 
Tue CENTER OF THE ForEst or SHERWOOD 


Enter Goopy, Tr and Prcey, gathering fagots. 


Precy. What for a fire, grand-dam, when 
there’s naught in the stew-pot? 

Goopy. Ah, maybe we’ll meet wi’ Robin Hood; 
he’ll give us somewhat. Eh, the law says he’s a 
robber, because he takes from the rich and feeds 
the poor withal. . . . God bless him! But I say 
*tis the rich be robbers, the rich and mighty, who 
steal our land for their hunting, and our sons for 
soldiers, and who hang us if we rebel. God bless 
Robin Hood, I say, for all the king and sheriff 
hate him! 

Prccy. But why doth the king hate him, 
granny? 

Tr. Silly! Because he shoots the deer in the 
king’s forest. 

Goopy. Nay, but because he fights the king’s 
bad laws. 
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Tim. When I’m grown I'll be just like him. 

Preey. You'll have to do a bit of growing. 

Tim. Ill begin right now. Don’t fret, granny 
dear, I'll bring thee supper. [He starts running. | 

Goopy. Stop! Stop! 

Tim [As he vanishes, shouts back]. Yl shoot 
something with my bow and arrow! 

Goopy. Alack! MHe’ll shoot the king’s deer; 
_ the sheriff’ll catch him, and blind him, maybe... . 
[She starts after him.] 

Precy [Skeptically]. But, granny, Tim 
can’t shoot nothing with that bow and arrow. 
[They pass out, pursuing Tm. ] 

[The “Tinker’s Song” (from the opera 
of Robin Hood) is heard. Roxstn and 
Marian enter dancing, hand in hand, 
followed by the Merry Men, dancing 
and singing. 

TinkEr’s Sone 
“Tink, tank! Tink, tank! Tinka tanka 
tink-tank! 
Hear our hammers ring! 
When trade is brisk, we'll frolic and 
we'll frisk, 
As happy and as blithe as a king.”’] 
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Prcey [Runs in, crying]. Oh, Robin! 
Robin! 

Rosin [Putting his arms about her]. What’s 
amiss, lass? 

[Marian kneels beside her. | 

Precy. Robin,—we’re hungry . . . an’ Tim’s 
run off to shoot deer in the forest. 

Rosi [Whistles]. Whew! Merry Men, fetch 
hither the roast venison, the cakes of barley and 
the casks of wine left over from dinner. 

[The Merry Men laugh.] 

Tuck [To Precey]. Sweetheart, if there was a 
knuckle bone left from our last meal, the week 
before yesterday, thou shouldest have it. 

Roz. Cheer up, Peggy! Thou shalt have 
something in the pot by nightfall if I have to filch 
the sheriff’s dinner. Ho, Merry Men, have we not 
sworn to feed the hungry? 

Tucx. Aye,—and have starved ourselves to do 
so. [He draws in his belt amid laughter from the 
others. | 

Axan-s-Datz. There comes Will Scarlett; 
perchance he hath shot something. 

Lirritesoun. Look at his doublet! Hath he 
robbed the king? 
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[Witt Scaritetr enters, carrying the 
merchant’s sack. He is greeted with 
jeers. | 

Merry Men. Ho, Will! Js it Will Scarlett? 
Welcome, your highness! Your dukeship! Where 
did you get it? [They finger his doublet.] 

Wit [Tossing down the merchant’s bag, and 
scattering a few of its contents]. I have held up 
a rich merchant, and made him change with me. 
[Fingers his velvet]. Pretty, is*t not? 

[Marian and Prcey explore the sack with 
great interest. | 

Tucx. Peacock! Would you had held up the 
butcher or the baker! 

Witt. Good Tuck, is’*t a feast you’re want- 
ing? Get to Nottingham. The sheriffll give you 
a dinner. 

Aux [In derision]. The sheriff! Aye, a dinner 
in gaol! 

Witt. Nay! He’s summoned all the archers 
of the countryside to try their skill, and offers as 
prize a silver arrow. 

Mucu. Alack! And we dare not go. 

Rosi. “Dare!” I like not that word “dare.” 


[Marian looks up anziously. | 
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Mucu. Now, Robin, you know ’tis but a trick 
to catch you. If you showed your nose in Not- 
tingham, the sheriff’d clap you in gaol sooner 
than eat his dinner. 

Rostyn. Bah! Sheriff knows not our noses. 
To him a suit of Lincoln-green spells “outlaw.” 
So,—if we go clad in motley ... [He grabs a 
parti-colored robe from the ground. | 

Auan-a-Datr. Hurrah! I will disguise me as 
a lovelorn swain. 

Lirttegoun. And I as a dwarf! 

Witt. AndTasatinker! So! [He seizes two 
pans and starts song, while the men throw on the 
chosen costumes. | 

Marian [Going to Rosw]. But, Robin,— 
thou wilt not go? 

Rosi. But Robin will. 

Marian. I—I forbid thee! 

Rosin. Forbidden fruits are sweet. 

Marian. I—TI implore thee! Think of the 
danger. 

Rozr. Danger? And I skulking in the 
forest? 

Marian. Nay, then, I’ll not waste words; I'll 
go likewise. [She turns away.] 
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Roz. Marian—no! I will not let 
You run the risk. 

Marian. It is not on my head the price is set. 

Roz. If thou art known, 
They'll clap thee in a nunnery. John the king 
Would dearly love to part us. 

Mazian [Pleadingly]. Then leave me not in 
the forest all alone! 

Rosin. Dost thou fear? 

Marian. For myself? No, no and no! 
For thee? Much! They that sit in the seats of 

the mighty 

Hate thee, my Robin, 
Because thou art a rebel to their law. 
I fear the reckoning. 

Rosin. Fear the reckoning? Nay! 
I have lived rebel to the laws of England 
Because the laws were evil. 
I stand ready to pay the reckoning. 

Marian. But not to-day! [Imploringly she 
nears him. | 

Rosin [With a smile throws down his garb of 
motley]. I yield me; I'll stay. 

Manian [Hesitates, then picks up the motley 
and offers it to him]. Nay,—go! 
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Peggy and I'll weave garlands 
‘To while the time away. 
Come, Peggy! [She holds out her hand to the 
child. | 
Rozin [Hesitates, then throws on costume]. 
What shall I bring thee, Marian, for a fairing? 
Marian [Smiling as she goes]. Bring me, my 
Robin, just the head thou’rt wearing. 
[And to the music of the “Tinker’s” 
chorus the men dance out. | 


[73] 


ACT iI 
Tue SHeERIFF’s GARDENS 


If there is no stone bench in the gardens the PacEs 
must enter when the Suenirr enters, bringing 
three stools. 

Enter a Suenirr’s Man with a trumpet; he 
blows a blast. 


Suerirr’s Man [At left]. Ho! 
To every archer of the countryside, the sheriff 
gives 
A chance to try his skill. 
A silver arrow is the prize. 
Let him appear who will. [He crosses to the 
right. | 
[Enter the Suertrr, his Wire and the 
Bisuor. | 
Bisuop [ As they enter, clapping the SHERIFF on 
the shoulder|. Cheer up, Sheriff! We shall have 
snared bold Robin Hood by nightfall. 
Wirsr. God grant it! He is a bold, bad man. 
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Suerirr’s Man [Blows trumpet]. Ho! 

To every archer of the countryside, the sheriff 
gives 

A chance to try his skill. 

A silver arrow is the prize. 

Let him appear who will. [There is a slight 
pause, then he turns to the sheriff.| They’re 
coming, master. 

[The AxncueErs enter—Rosziw Hoop, Scar- 
Lett, Tuck, Auan, LirrtesoHn and 

others in disguise. | 
Suerirr. Archers, draw near. [They range 
in front of him. He scans them narrowly. His 
face falls.] Are these all? [All crane their 
necks, but no one answers.| Ahem, archers, it 
hath been told me that a certain man, Robin Hood 
by name, proclaimeth himself best arrowman in 

England. Such vainglory deserves a fall. Beat 

him, my masters, and this silver arrow shall re- 

ward your skill. [Holds up arrow.] 
Witz Scarretr. But, Master Sheriff, is this 
boaster present? 
Suerirr. No matter! 
Scartert. But if he appear not, how may he 
be beaten? 
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Suerirr. If Robin appear not, then a coward 
I will proclaim him. 

Rosin [Bowing]. And rightly too, your 
excellency! 

Suerirr [Nudging his Wire]. Did ye hear 
that? “Excellency?” That sounds well, eh? 
[To Roztin.] And who are you, my man? You 
are not of Nottingham? 

Rozry. No, your Grace,—but hearing of this 
vainglorious boaster, Robin o’ Sherwood, I am 
come hither to measure my skill with his. 

SuenirF [Eagerly]. Beat him, beat him! *Tis 
Robin’s boast that he can hit the bull’s-eye at 
ninety paces. Canst beat that, man? 

Roz. I can try, your Worship. 

Suerirr [Nudging his Wire again]. ‘“Wor- 
ship!” That sounds grandly. Advance, archers, 
and try your skill. 

[Two Suerirr’s Men bring in a target 
which they carry through and out on 
the other side. They may station it 
on the stage if there is sufficient confix 
dence in the shooting to justify this. 
The third Suerirr’s Man directs the 
shooting. Each archer advances in 
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turn, the Suerirr’s MEN outside crying 
the luck of each. 

Suerirr’s Men [As Auan shoots]. The white! 
The white! [As Wi shoots.] The red! [As 
LirtLtesoHn shoots.| Bad shot! Bad shot! 
[4s Mucu shoots.] Ha, ha, ha! Astray! 
Astray! [As Tucx shoots.] The bull’s-eye! 
[4s Roxziy shoots.] The bull’s-eye! Huzza! 
Huzza! 

Suerirr. Bravo! [Calls to SuHerirr’s Men. |] 
Now set the target at an hundred paces! [To 
Tuck and Roziy.] Try that, you! 

Suerirr’s Men [As Tuck shoots]. Bad shot! 
[As Rosin shoots.] The bull’s-eye! The bull’s- 
eye! [They run in showing the arrow sticking in 
the bull’s-eye. | 

Evrerysopy. Huzza! Huzza! 

Suerirr [In his delight, rises and addresses the 
universe]. Robin, where art thou? Coward, thou 
art beaten! I proclaim this stranger—[Patting 
Rosin. |—Master of Archery of Merrie England! 
[To Roxziw.] Take thou this silver arrow and 
come to the feast! All of ye, come to the feast! 

Rosi. Let us first wash us, master! 

Suerirr [Nods]. Haste ye! 
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[Rozsrs and his Frituows troop out 
through the audience. | 

Wire. A very pretty fellow! 

Bispop. And modest-seeming! 

Suerirr [To Suerirr’s Man with trumpet]. 
Ho, my man, proclaim ye far and wide that 
Robin’s beaten. 

Rosin [From the back, shouts]. Ye lie! 
Robin’s the master-archer of Merrie England. 
[He lets fly the silver arrow as he and his men 
disappear laughing. } 

Suerirr. Run! Catch him! Catch that 
fellow! 

[The Suerirr’s MEN run after. The per- 
son by whom the silver arrow has fallen 
brings it to the Suerirr. | 

Suerirr [Reads parchment attached to 
arrow]. ‘Returned by Robin Hood of Sherwood 
forest.” [He drops paper.] Odds-bod-i-kins! 
Odds—Odds—Odds— 

Wire [Firmly placing the palm of her hand be- 
fore his mouth]. Shh! Don’t say it! Dinner 
first! Good hog’s flesh, sweet wines and luscious 
custards! T’ll go hurry them. [She trips out.] 
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Suerirr [Sits dejectedly|. Aye,—dinner! I 
can’t do anything on an empty stomach. 

Bisuor [Engagingly]. I had my doubts of 
that fellow. 

SuHerirr. Why didn’t ye say so? 

Bisoop [Chuckling]. How he fleered at you! 

Suerirr [Doubling his fists]. Dll not be 
flouted! 

Bisoop [Suddenly rising]. They’ve caught 
him! Hearken! 

Suerirr [Rubbing his hands together in antici- 
pation]. Ha, ha! This rogue, this Robin, who 
asserts the revolutionary right of every man to 
a full belly,—I’ll give him his belly full. 

Bisuor [Sitting]. Nay, ’tis but a child they’re 
fetching. 

Suerirr. Man, thou hast given me palpi- 
tations. 

[The Surrirr’s Men enter holding Tm. 
One holds him by the ear; the other 
holds a rabbit by the ears.] 

Suermr. Who’s this rascal? 

First Suerirr’s Man. Master, we caught him 
red-handed. 
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Suerirr. Ha, villain, wouldest thou snare my 
rabbits? 

Tim. N-n-no, master! °*Twas just a wild 
rabbit of the forest. 

Suerirr. Worse and worse,—the king’s rab- 
bit! Knowest thou, boy, the law? Eh? The law 
which says I may have thy ears cropped or thy 
nose slit for such a dire offense? 

Tim. But... Granny is hungry! 

Suerirr [Mockingly]. “Granny is hungry!’ 
. . . What is that to me? Are we not all hungry 
as dinner time approaches? [He remembers his 
own dinner and shouts.| Dinner! Ho, wife, 
dinner! Dinner, I say! Fetch dinner! 

First Suerirr’s Man. Master, shall we clap 
this lad in a dungeon? 

SuenirF [Testily]. Aye,—and baste him! 

Tim. Beat me,—and all my life I'll snare your 
rabbits ! 

SuerirF [Gasping]. Thou—thou Robin Hood 
in the making! 

[The Surrirr’s Wire enters. ] 

Wire. Man, man, be calm! 

Suerirr. Calm? Me? I’m calm as a summer 
breeze. Where’s dinner? 


[80] 


THE SILVER ARROW OF ROBIN HOOD 


Wire [With a movement of her hand]. Don’t 
ask me! [She points dramatically at the audi- 
ence.| Ask the butcher and the baker! 

Suerirr [Eyeing the audience fiercely]. 
Butcher! Baker! [The two men drag miserably 
in through the audience.] Where are my meats? 
My custards? 

Burcuer [Trembling]. O master, master, we 
are not to blame. As we was passing by the edge 
of the forest ... [He pauses for breath.] 

Baxer. We met up wi’ Robin and his merry 
men, laughing and gay.... 

Burcuer. And he asked us whither we was 
taking the goodies? 

SuerirF. And ye told him ’twas to me, the 
sheriff? [They nod.] Fools! Idiots! Ye 
should have told him ’twas to the poor of the 
village, to the widow and the orphan; then he’d 
ha’ let you pass. 

Burcuer. O master, master, we hadna the wit 
to lie. 

Baxer. He bade us say the poor and hungry 
would bless you, master. 

Suerirr [Roars]. Into the stocks with them! 

[The Suerirr’s Men kick them out.] 
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Tim. Hurray! Now Granny will be fed! 

Surerirr. Ha! With my dinner? [Tm nods 
mischievously.| Thou brazen villain! Shall my 
juicy hams go down thy Granny’s gullet? My 
sweet wines and custards? 

Tim. Robin’s the poor man’s friend; he always 
shares. [He dances, skipping around in a circle 
and chanting as he dances. | 
He takes from the bishop and baron and boor; 
He takes from the rich and he gives to the poor. 


Hurray for Robin! [Deftly eluding the | 


Suerirr’s Men, he runs off into the forest. | 

SuerirF. Beat that lad! [The Suentrr’s 
MEN pursue him. ] 

Bisoor. Nay, save the beating for Robin, for 
he shall pay the piper. 

SuerirF [Testily]. Man, I don’t follow ye. 

Bisuor. Ye shall follow Robin. Hark’ee,—if 
he seek out this woman’s cottage,—if he carry 
thither thy wines and custards .. .? 

Suerirr. Aye,—if ...? 

Bisuop. We have him ina trap. We will creep 
up with our men and cautiously surround him. ... 

Suerirr [Delighted to find a flaw]. But where 
is this woman’s cottage? 
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[The Men return dragging Tm. | 
Bisuor. Aha, come hither, lad; no one shall 
beat you. [The Men push Tim forward, he re- 
sisting. The Bisuor grabs his collar]. This lad 
shall guide us to his granny’s cottage. [He 
drags Tim out, followed by three of the four 
Suerirr’s Men. | 
Tr [As he goes, cries]. I will not! Never! 
Wire [Nudging Suerrwrr]. Up, man! Wilt 
thou sit idle and let the Bishop take the prize? 
SuerirF [Who has been thinking]. Peace, 
woman, peace! While he fights Robin Hood, 
I shall attack his camp in the wood. 
Wire. But Robin won’t be there! 
Suerirr. Exactly! I wouldn’t dare 
If he were. 
Let the Bishop take Robin Hood if he can 
(Which I greatly doubt). 
I,—woman,—I [ Rising. | 
Will take Dame Marian. [He starts out followed 
by Wirz. | 
Wire. Marian? 
But ’tis on Robin’s head the price is set. 
SuerirF [Turns in his tracks to say]. Woman, 
I'll catch them both within one net. 
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For Robin shall pay ransom, 

Or I yield her to the king, 

For to-morrow is the day 

Of reckoning. [He stalks out followed by his 
Wire, shaking her head in doubt, and one 
Suerirr’s Man. | 
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ACT III 
Tuer Forrest or SHERWOOD 


Scene I takes place near the camp of Roxy 
Hoop. 

Scene II takes place just outside of Goopy’s 
cottage. 

These scenes are supposed to take place 
simultaneously, but, as this is not a two-ringed 
circus, one precedes the other in presentation. 
Both end at about the same time. 

The camp is empty. The Suerirr and 
Fourrn SxHerirr’s Man creep in cautiously. 


Suerirr. Man, man, have thy weapon ready 
and trudge softly! 
SuHerirr’s Man. Aye, master! 
Suerirr. Hearken! [He and Suerirr’s Man 
dodge behind tree. | 
[Enter the Mrrcuant, clad in Lincoln 
green. | 
Mercuant. Halt! Who goes there? Speak,— 
if an honest man! 
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Surrirr [Emerging haughtily on seeing only 
one man]. Who goes there your own self? I 
would have you know I am the Sheriff of Notting- 
ham, and have the stocks for vagrants. 

Mercuant. WVagrants? I would have you 
know J am a merchant of London Town! [He 
tears his hair.| Oh, my silks, my laces, my Man- 
chester velvets! 

Suerirr. I know you. You cannot fuddle me, 
man. You are of Robin Hood’s band. 

Mercuant. Robin Hood? Robin Hood be 
hanged. *Tis he hath robbed me,—aye, and made 
me change my velvet tunic for this robber green. 
Oh, my silks, my... 

SuerirF [Laughing]. He, he, he! 

Mercuant. Laugh!—a pretty sheriff you! I 
will appeal to the king; the king shall hear, [He 
stalks off.] 

Suerirr. Drat theman! [Calls after.] Hey, 
come back here, you...! [MerrcnHant re- 
turns.| Hark’ee, was it nigh here they robbed 
you? 

Mercnanr. Aye, they make their camp 
hard by. 

Suerirr. Ye shall be revenged. [Suddenly 
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clutches Mrercuant.] MHearken, I hear a sound. 

Mercuant. A leaf falling to the ground! 

SuerirF. If Robin should catch us... . 

Mercuant. We can always flee. 

Suerirr [Surveying his girth ruefully]. Not 
me! 

Suerirr’s Man [Advancing]. Master, I hear 
a voice coming this way. 

Suerirr [Listening intently]. It is she,— 
Marian,—singing a roundelay. [He motions to 
others and all conceal themselves behind trees. | 

[Marian enters with Peccy. They carry 
garlands which they have been fashion- 
ing. Martian sings as she enters. 


SONG: OLD ENGLISH 
“Summer ts t’comen in; 
Loudly sing, Cuckoo! 
Groweth seed and bloweth mead 
And springeth the wood anew. 
Sing, Cuckoo!” 
The Suerirr and Mrercuant advance, 
one to each side of her, and catch her 
hands. | 
Marian. Who are ye? 
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Surerirr. I am the Sheriff! Quick! Is Robin 
here? 
Marian. No! 
Suerirr [Greatly relieved]. Ha! He is sum- 
moned to appear 
In Nottingham, to answer for his crimes, 
And you shall be his hostage. . . . 
[Marian raises her horn to blow, but the 
SueErirF seizes it.] 
No, no, my dear, 
Don’t summon him; I have no time to wait. 
This silver arrow will make my meaning clear. 
[With a smirk, he affixes the silver arrow 
to a tree, and with the Mercuanv’s aid, 
leads Manian away. Prccy creeps out, 
snatches at the silver arrow and speeds 
away. | 


Scene II. The edge of the forest near Goopy’s 
cottage. 
Rosin enters. He wears his garb of green, 
with the costume of motley thrown over one 
arm. He carries a basket of goodies. 


Rosry [Calls]. Granny! Eh, Granny! 
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_[Goovy enters from cottage.| See, Granny, 
hog’s flesh and manchet bread and sweets for the 
little ones! 

Goopy. Bless thee, master! [She holds out 
her hands.] 

Rosin. [ll carry them into the cottage for ye. 
[They go out in direction of cottage, which may 
or may not be visible. | 

( [The Cuitpren or NortincHam run 

Hos [The first, beckoning to the others]. Run, 
run quickly, or Robin Hood’ll get ye. 

Perer. I'll catch him some day. 

Hozs. Ho! TI suppose you'll do what the 
sheriff can’t! [He plucks a little girl by the 
arm.| Hurry, Rosamund, or he’ll take thy 
dinner! 

[Ronin enters behind them.] 

Rosamunp [Picking her way demurely]. Vm 
not going to hurry. Robin never took nothing 
from a lady. 

Hos and Perzr. A lady! Ho! Ho! 

Roz. Well said, lass! Well spoken! 

[The Curpren stare at him, then edge 
away. | 
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Rosamunp. Who are you? An outlaw? 

Hos. It’s Robin Hood! 

Prerrr. It’s Robin Hood! 

Ros. Outlaw? Outlaw? Yes, I am an out- 
law. And did ye think because I am a merry 
outlaw that I eat babes? Nay, I vastly prefer 
suckling pigs. . . . Now sit ye down if ye dare, 
and I will tell you a tale. 

Rosamunp. A merry tale? 

Rosr. Merry? Merry for you, ye little law- 
fearing citizens of the town, or for us, the 
God-fearing outlaws of the greenwood? Would 
ye see outlaws come out on top and live happy 
ever after. ... 

Peter [Stoutly]. Nay, 
hanged! 

Rozry. Hanged they shall be, lad; hanged 
they shall be, unless . . . get your handkerchiefs 


I would see outlaws 


ready, ye lassies, and your sleeves, ye lads, to 
wipe noses on, for ’tis a teary tale I have to tell,— 
teary for one or for t’other, for so life is made. 
Now hearken: 
Our leader was an earl’s son; 
A lady was his mere . . . 

Rosamunp. What is “mere?” 
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Rosin. “Mere” is French for “mother.” [Re- 
sumes in sing-song. | 
Our leader was an earl’s son; 

A lady was his mere ; 

To take from the abbot and baron and boor, 
To take from the rich and to give to the poor, 
Was all for which he did care, care, care, 

Was all for which he did care. 

Peter. I can write better poetry than that. 

Rosin. Can you? Teach me! 

Pretrer. Our leader was an earl’s son; 

A lady was his mother; 

But when an outlaw he became 

He lost his birthright and his name; 
He'll hang like any other. 

Rosin [Rising with pretense of anger]. Now 
shame on you to name hanging on a bright 
October day! Who are you,—the hangman’s 
son? 

Peter. Nay,—lI’m the drover’s. 

Hos. An’ I’m the vintner’s. 

War. I’M a gentleman’s son. 

Rosin [Wheeling on him]. Oho! Gentleman’s 
son you may be and yet no gentleman! Come, I'll 
rede ye a riddle: 
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“When Adam delved and Eve span 
Who was then the gentleman?”’) 
[Tm runs breathlessly in.] 

Tia. Oh, Robin, Robin, thou’rt surrounded. 
The Bishop’s men,—they had me, but I gave *em 
the slip. They creep up through the forest on 
every side. 

Rozrs. My men? Where are my men? [He 
raises his horn to his lips.] 

Tim. They’re lagging far behind... . 
[Rosin unslings his bow; Tr lays a restraining 
hand on his arm.|] There’s no use fighting, 
master; they’re too many on ’em. Craft, master; 
craft! 

[Goopvy advances from cottage. | 

Goopy. Robin, hist! Come in here, dearie! 
T'll hide thee in my cupboard. 

Rozin [Surveys her a second, then laughs]. 
Nay, T’ll escape in thy wig and shawl. ( [He 
wheels on the children.| Lads, which one of ye 
will earn a gold piece by telling the bishop where 
I hide? 

Hos. We'd scorn it. We won’t betray you. 

Roxzrn. Not to see me hanged? 

Peter. No, sir! 
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Roz. [ll trust ye.) 

Goopy. Come, come quickly! [She, Rosy 
and Tim go into cottage. | 

(Rosamunp. What shall we say if my Lord 
Bishop asks us? 

Bess. Tl say he went that way. [Points in 
opposite direction. | 

Rosamunp [Greatly shocked]. But that would 
be a story! 

Wart. Tell you what, we will say nothing. 
[The others nod and draw aside as the Bisuor’s 
men are heard advancing.| ) 

[The Bishop and First and Sxrconp 
Suerirr’s Men enter cautiously from 
different directions. They advance to 
center. | 

Bisoor. I tell you, he cannot escape us; we 
have him trapped. Go, search the hut yonder! 
[The Men go toward cottage. He espies Curt- 
DREN and collars Petrer.] Lad, have ye seen a 
man in Lincoln green, or maybe in motley? 
[Perer presses his lips firmly together.| Answer 
me! [He shakes Peter. | 

[There is a cry of triumph from within the 
cottage. The Suxrrirr’s Men run out, 
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dragging Roxtyx, a trembling figure in 
the Goopy’s wig and shawl.] 
First Suerirr’s Man. Here’s the old hag, 
lord, shall tell where Robin’s hidden. 
Roz [Stmulating Goopy]. Ha’ mercy, lord, 
ha’ mercy! 
Bisoop. Where is Robin? Answer me, woman! 
Rosin. Ye’ve got your hands on him; he’s 
under your thumb. Search the cupboard, master; 
ye’ve got him! 

[The Suerirr’s Men drop Rosin and 
make for the cottage again. Ronin 
makes off into the forest, waving his 
hand as he passes the children. Almost 
immediately comes a cry from the cot- 
tage. | 

Suerirr’s Men. We've got him! [They drag 
Goopy out, clad in Rostn’s costume of motley.] 

Bisoor. Bring him hither. [They hurl the 
Goopy to her knees before the BisHor.] Man, I 
have thee! O Robert, thou that wert Earl of 
Huntingdon, how are the mighty fallen! Nay, 
man, kneel not to me for mercy! <A gallows waits 
thee. [J’o Surrirr’s Men.] Bind me this man. 
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[The Suxerirr’s Men advance with rope 
and start to bind Goopy. ] 

Cuitpren [Much amused, point the finger of 
scorn at her and chant, moving around her in a 
circle]. Robin Hood, Robin Hood, 

Hanged thou shalt be! 
Hanged on high, 
On a gallows tree! 

First Suerirr’s Man [Suddenly cries]. Lord, 
*tis a woman! [He drops cord. | 

Bisoorp. Eh? A woman? Robin Hood a 
woman? 

Sreconp Suerirr’s Man [Grinning]. Nay,—a 
woman in Robin’s breeches! 

[ There is a sound of horns in the distance. 
The Tuirp SuHerirr’s Man runs in 
panting. | 

Turrp Surrirr’s Man. Master, master, yon- 
der! See! Yonder comes Robin Hood and all his 
band! [He takes to his heels, followed by the 
other Surnirr’s Men, and also by the children. | 

Bisuor [Takes a few steps, then seizes his toe 
and shouts]. Save me! Save me! Don’t let 
them take me! Oh, my gouty toe! [He seizes 
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Goopy and shields himself behind her, as Rosin 
and his Merry MEN break into the clearing. | 

Rosin [And his men, shout]. Robin Hood! A 
Robin Hood to the rescue! [They surround the 
Bisuop, prodding him with their bows, and cry- 
ing.| Come out, come out, thou skulker! 

Bisoor [Emerging with a feeble attempt at 
dignity]. Anyway, ’twas not I hid behind a 
woman’s shawl. 

Rozix. Nor I behind a woman! 

Apan-a-Datr. Make him pay! Make him 
dance a jig! 

Aut [Laughing and squatting in a circle]. A 
jig! A jig! 

Bisoor. A jig? ME? 

Aut. A jig! Thee! [They start the “Tinker 


> and to tts music the BisHor dances, they 


Song,’ 
prodding him to it with their long bows. Tim 
emerges from cottage and dances mockingly with 
him. ] 
[Suddenly a cry of “Robin” is heard. The 
merry-making ceases. | 
Rosin. Hearken! 
[Prcey runs in carrying the silver arrow. 
The Bisnop makes his escape. ] 
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Prcey [Runs to Rosin]. Oh, Robin, Robin! 
Rosin. What is it? Speak! [He catches her 
into his arms.]| 
[Prcey bursts into tears. | 
Tuck [Takes arrow from her hand and hands 
it to Rozsw]. The silver arrow ... with some 
writing too! [Grins.] 
The sheriff’s answering thy billet-doux. 
Rozin [Drops Preccy and opens bit of parch- 
ment attached to arrow, reads|. ‘Marian is a 
prisoner...” [Runs his eye to bottom. | 
Signed, The Sheriff of Nottingham! 
“Unless you, Robin, will pay my reckoning, 
By noon to-morrow, I yield her to the king.” [He 
crushes the paper, observing bitterly. | 
Fool that I am—to have left her! 
[There is a silence of full twenty seconds, 
a gloomy silence, then one ventures to 
speak. | 
ScartettT. What is his reckoning? 
Rosin. Do ye not guess his plan? 
I must give myself in place of Marian. 
And sol will. ... 
Merry Men. No, no... . [They show signs 
of distress. | 
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Rozin [Looking from one to another]. Why, 
lads,—no blubbering! 
Gayly I’ve lived in spite of John the king; 
If now I must pay reckoning 
To save my lady,—merrily I'll pay. 
Tuck [Solemnly]. Robin, we'll find a way 
To save you both. 
Up, lads, join hands with me, 
And swear to set the Lady Marian free! 
Merry Men [Eagerly raising right hand and 
clasping the others]. We swear! 
Mvcu [Scratching his head]. But how? 
Tuck [Leading the way]. Come to the coun- 
cil, lads! Wit is the thing 
With which we'll trounce the sheriff and the king! 
[All troop out after him.] 
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ACT IV 
Tue SuHeERIFF’s GARDENS 


There is a stone bench or some sort of a seat 
toward the center. The garden is empty. 
Tia enters, looking cautiously about him. 
He has crossed the garden halfway, when the 
Suerirr’s Pace appears holding a monstrous 
key in his hand. 


Tm. Hallo! 

Pace. Hallo! What’re you doing here in the 
sheriff’s garden? 

Tim. What’s that you got? 

Pacer. That? [Holds up key.] Tis the key 
to the Lady Marian’s prison. 

Ti [Longingly]. Let me see it? [He holds 
out a covetous hand. ] 

Pace [Resisting]. No, youdon’t! The sheriff 
bade me fetch it to him, 

Tim. Have you seen her,—the Lady Marian? 

Pacr. Aye,—she’s right sweet-looking. If she 
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greater than the sheriff or the king! 
‘Tim. Aye! 
Pace [Stiffening]. Shh! There the sheriff 
comes,— . 
‘As usual, a-wrangling. [He advances toward 


SHERIFF. | 
[Tim retreats either into the shrubbery or 
under the stone bench. The Suenrirr, 
the Bisoor and the Mrercuant enter.] 
Suerirr [To Bisnor]. You’re a fool! 


Bisnuor. You’re an ass! 

Suerirr. You’re another. I would I could 
have seen you dance that jig. Ha, ha, ha! [Sits 
on bench. | 

Bisuop [ Deeply hurt]. How can you jest?... 
with the king coming this day ... and Robin 
laughing at us from the greenwood! 

Suerirr, Robin’s not laughing. Take my 
word for it! Robin’s marching to Nottingham to 
ransom his lady. 
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piiccssrn, Ayes but the will! £3 ‘tor al ee 
Bisxor. Think you he’ll come chaffering with ies 
you? Think you he’ll put his head into the lion’ ay . ‘ 
_ mouth? | ee 
Suerirr. To save Marian he will. Is a great 
fool and soft-hearted. 
Bisnop. Bet ye ten crowns he won't! 


Suerirr. Take ye! 


[The Curpren or NorrineHaM, or. 
maybe the Suxrrirr’s other Pacr, run 
in. | 

Curtpren [Cry]. The king! The king! 
Suerirr. Eh? Is the king come? 


OE Re 
y AA > 


CuitpreN. We see his banners glancing 
through the wood. [They run through and out.] 
Suerirr. Peste! Heaven delay him, till I 

‘d have hold of Robin. 

Mercuant [With a smirk]. If ye have not 
Robin, ye have a fair prize to offer in his stead. 

Bisoop. Eh? Oh, the Lady Marian? Have 
ye the lady safe? 

Suerirr. Safe under lock and key! [He 
wheels on Pacr.] Boy, the key! [He takes the 
key, and, attaching it to his key ring, holds it out 
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for the Bisuor to see.| And I trust not the key 
to underlings; I keep it safe under my watchful 
eye. [He deposits it in his lap. | 

Bisoor. And if Robin come, what then? 
What ransom will ye demand? 

Suerirr. Ransom? Think ye I'll ask some 
paltry crowns from Robin as ransom for his lady? 
Nay, Robin shall pay, but not with gold nor silver 
neither. 

Mercuant. What then? 

Surrirr. He shall pay—his life for Marian’s! 

[The CuitprEeN (or Pace) run in again. | 

Cumtpren [Shout]. The king! The king! 

[The Suerirr rises and moves forward, 
dropping the key (which Tim immedi- 
ately seizes and makes off with, unseen 
by the others, who follow the SuHEntrF ). 
Kine Joun enters, preceded as before 
by the Pace bearing his banner, and 
followed by ArtENDANT PacE and Six 
Monks in robes of sacking, girdled, who 
walk, looking demurely downward. The 
Suerirr’s Men file into the garden after 
the Kine. All bow low.] 
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Suerirr. Your Majesty,—welcome back to 
Nottingham! 

Kine. Have ye done as I bade? 

Suerirr. Your Majes— 

Kine. Have ye done as I bade? ... But I 
know ye have not. I know Robin Hood still defies 
me. [He nods toward Monxs.] These good 
monks begged my protection through the forest 
for fear of Robin Hood. 

SurerirF. Your Majesty... 

Kine. You are sheriff no longer. I will find 
me a sheriff can rid me of this outlaw. 

Suerirr. I can do it. But give me time, 
Majesty, but give me time! MHark’ee,—I have 
taken the Lady Marian, and she shall be the bait 
to catch him. Give me but till noon to-day! 

Kine [Slowly grins]. The LADY MARIAN! 
[Claps his hands gently.] Bully, Sheriff! You 
shall try your way. You shall play spider to 
his fly. And after,—I’ll hang him high as 
Haman. ... In the meantime, fetch forth the 
Lady Marian! 

Suerirr [To his men]. Ho! Fetch hither the 
Lady Marian! 
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[The First Suerirr’s Man advances to 
Suerirr holding out his hand.]| 

Suerirr. Well, what is it? Where is the Lady 
Marian? Why do you wait? 

Suerirr’s Man. For the key to her prison! 

Surerirr. Thekey? [He feels of his belt, then 
searches the grass wildly.| The key? The key? 
[All begin to search.] Go, break the lock, you 
rascal! [The Suerirr’s Man goes.| The key? I 
swear IT hadit... 

[Rozsix Hoop enters, followed by Scar- 
LETT. } 

Rosin. Well, my Lord Sheriff, have ye lost 
aught? This time I have not taken it, man... . 
And there’s the bishop! Hallo, sir, are ye in 
dancing trim? I’d fain tread a measure. 

Bisuor [Shrinking]. My toe forbid! 

SuerirF. Enough! Bring ye the ransom, 
Robin, to buy your lady? 

Rosin [Stilly watchful]. What ransom do ye 
ask? 

Suerirr. What if I say—an hundred golden 
crowns? 

Rozrrn. I'll pay Peter—so ye give me time to 
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rob Paul. [With a wave of his hands toward 
those encircling him. | 

Suerirr. No time at all! By noon-time on the 
dial ye must pay ransom. What say ye, Robin? 

Rosin. Why, that I have not stolen enough 
in the past! 

Mercuant. Man, man, what hast thou done 
with thy stolen gold? 

Rosry. I have fed the poor withal. 

Bisoop. Dost thou excuse thy plundering of 
the rich? 

Roziy. Dost thou excuse thy crushing of the 
poor? We be all sinners, and I have but taken 
from him who hath to give to him that hath not. 

Mercuant. Man, thou speakest folly. “Take 
from the rich and give to the poor indeed!” To- 
morrow some would ha’ spent, and some would ha’ 
gained, and all would be as aforetime. 

Rosin. Dare ye to try it! 

Mercuant. Fudge! You can’t change human 
nature. I'll trouble you to return those velvets 
you stole. 

Roz [Sweetly, with a glance toward Joun |. 
Willingly,—if the king restore to me the estates 
he—er-—borrowed ! 
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Suerirr [With an uneasy glance toward 
Joun]. Enough! Ha’ done! Robin, the ransom 
we require of thee, the only way thou may’st free 
thy lady, is—thy life for hers! Yield thee to the 
law thou hast offended, or Marian shall pay... . 
Come, man, thy answer! 

Rosin [Stilly]. Is it the hour of noon? 

Pace [Running to sun-dial, calls]. It lacks 
two minutes. 

Rosin. Two minutes? Two minutes more of 
freedom? Why, that’s an hundred twenty sec- 
onds! Steal me not one second of liberty! I have 
till noon. 

Bisoor. What dost thou hope for? 

Rosin. Naught .. . from thee! 

SuerirF. From thy friends then, the needy 
and the outcast? 

Rozry. Ah, they are mighty in ways ye wot 
not of, my little sheriff! How goes the shadow 
on the dial, boy? 

Pace. One minute more! 

Rosin. Bring forth the Lady Marian! Ye 
must free her, ere I shall yield me. 

Suerirr [Shouts]. Ho! Bring forth the 
Lady Marian! 

[106] 


— 


THE SILVER ARROW OF ROBIN HOOD 


Everysopy [Shouts]. The Lady Marian! 
Ho! 

Pacr [Shouts above them all]. The hour of 
noon! 

Suerirr [To Rosin]. Yield thee! 

Rosty. G16 < 

Pacs [Ezcitedly, shouts to Rosin]. Oh, oh, 
yield thee not, Robin! 

[At the same moment the Surrirr’s Men 
rush in crying: “She is fled! She is 
fled!’’] 

Tim [Follows at their heels, shouting]. She is 
free! She is free! Yield thee not, master! 
Marian is free! [He flings key at the Surnrirr. | 

Rosin [ Seizing him by the shoulders]. Marian 
is FREE? 

Tim [Nodding vigorously]. Marian is FREE! 

Rosi [Straightens, his face alight, his arm 
about Tr]. Aha, Sheriff! 

Kine [Advancing hastily]. But you are not 
free! Soldiers, arrest that man! 

[The Surrirr’s Men seize Rozrw. | 

Rosin [Calls]. Ho! Merry men! [The 
Monxs throw off their girdles and seize the 
Suerirr’s Men, throwing their girdles about them 
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and so holding them.] Aha, sheriff, greater are 
those that are for me than those that are against 
me! [He backs watchfully away. | 

Kine. Robin, stay! Hear thy king! [Rozm 
pauses, listening warily.] 'Thy tongue’s too bold. 
I cannot have it wag, arousing England... . 

Rozin. England needs rousing—against thee. 
You cannot muzzle me unless you hang me, sire. 

Suerirr [Outraged]. You have said it. The 
only safe muzzle is the hangman’s cord. 

Kine [With a little smile]. Nay, there’s an- 
other way,—honor and riches! I will have you on 
the side you have flouted; I will have you for me, 
not against me. Therefore, hearken, all men: I 
restore unto this man the estates I—er—bor- 
rowed. Approach, Robert, Earl of Huntingdon! 

SuerirrF. Aha! Masterly! Thou hast a 
kingly brain! 

Mercnanr. Aha, ye'll see things differ- 
ently now! “Take from the rich and give 
to the poor,” indeed! 

Kiyc. So now, dismiss your Merry Men, and 
bow the knee, and swear to respect the laws you 
have disobeyed ! 

Roz [Slowly]. Swear to respect the law! 
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Which law, sire? The law which says thou mayst 
slit a poor knave’s ears for the theft of a rabbit? 
Or the law which says thou mayst blind a man 
for the slaying of a deer? The law which gives 
to him that hath, and takes from him that hath 
not? ... Ye ask too much,—you who would 
have me dance to your piping. [His voice 
changes; he _ straightens himself  defiantly.] 
Fool,—since time began so ye have baited the 
trap—and caught, with thirty pieces of silver. 
I defy you! You may set your armies to hunt 
me down, you may set me in gaol, you may hang 
me from a tree in the merry greenwood, but the 
spirit of Robin Hood you can never tame... . 
For I am of the forest and the greenwood, of 
the hills and silver streams and golden dawns, and 
I shall live forever and forever! ...I am for 
Piers the Plowman! I am for the bent back and 
the gnarled hand! I am for the thinker, the 
artist and the poet,—the GIVERS of the world! 
[He backs, drawing an arrow from his quiver and 
fitting it as he speaks. | 
Oh, I have lived a merry life, 
Spite of John the king, 
And a lawless, for your law 
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It is an evil thing. 
And if I must pay reckoning, 
Tl pay, 
But not to-day! 
Gentles,—adieu ! 
[He backs. At the same moment, the Merry 
Men drop the ropes with which they had held the 
soldiers, draw their bows and back with him, pre- 
senting a solid front of drawn bows. The people 
shrink. Then with a whoop Rosin and his Men 
discharge their arrows into the air and vanish into 
the forest. As Rostn’s silver arrow falls, one 
brings it to the Kine. He unfolds the scrap of 
parchment attached to it, the others gathering 
round and joining in on the second line. 
Kine [Reads Epilogue]. 
Where’er the generous heart of a child is found, 
Where’er the love of man rather than gold, 
Where’er the love of liberty abound,— 
There shall the tale of ROBIN HOOD be told. 
[T’'o the music of the “Tinker’s Song,” all 
present dance, forward four steps, back- 
ward four steps, around in a circle and 
out, as the Merry Men, led by Rosin 
and Marian, enter in and do the same. ] 
THE END 
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THE PEOPLE 


| SHOPKEEPER 
Piotyr 
PETRUSKA 
VALENKA 

‘Morner ANNUSHKA 
Simon 

“ Matryona, his wife 
Leo, his son 

\NatasHa, his daughter 
An Op GENTLEMAN 
Ferpka, gentleman’s servant 

NA Lapy 

\ Two Lirtrie Girts, twins 
Micuakt, a stranger 


THE PLACE 


Scene I 

The general store of the village. 
Scene II 

A snowy road. Dusk. A shrine. 
Scene III 

The interior of Simon’s house. 
Scene IV 

The same, several months later. 


Tan sacking may be used for the interiors. 
For Scene II, a blue curtain may be hung, against 
which a wayside shrine, with a cross, may be 
placed. The aisle through the audience may 
represent the road. 


THE PROPERTIES 


Scene I. A heavy sheepskin coat, and paper to 
wrap it. Pitcher and mugs or glasses. <A stick 
of candy. Seven (7) roubles in a purse, and some 


loose coins. 
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“Scene II. If possible a lantern. 

Scene III. Stand and samovar. Mugs and 
plates for table. Bread and jam. Glass. If pos- 
sible a candle. 

Scene IV. Cobbler’s tools. A good-sized piece 
of leather. A pair of old shoes. 


COSTUMES 


For the men, white blouses, sashes, and dark 
pants, tucked into high boots. For the women, 
white blouses, dark skirts decorated with flowers, 
shawls on head, tied under chin. For Micuart, 
in Scene II, a scanty white slip; in Scene IV he 
must wear a conventional angel’s robe, of white 
or gold, and white or golden wings, concealed 
under a loose dark smock. The under robe may 
be caught up, and the wings caught down, and 
released when Mricnart steps out after saying 
farewell to the lady and her children, so that, as 
he speaks his farewell to Srvon, he may drop his 
outer robe, revealing the angel. 


[114] 


WHAT MEN LIVE BY 


SCENE I 
Ture GENERAL SHOP 


There is a table toward the back, behind which 
stands the SHOPKEEPER. Against the walls 
hang several coats or wraps, especially a sheep- 
skin coat. On the counter is a pitcher, mugs or 
glasses, some sticks of sweets and anything for 
sale. VaLEnxa and Prerruska are seated on a 
bench or stools sipping vodka. Piotyr is 
leaning against the table, as though chatting 
with the SHOPKEEPER. 


Pioryr. Hand me that coat yonder! [Suop- 
KEEPER turns to get coat.] What’s it worth, 
little father? 

SHorxerrer. Ten roubles! 

Piotyr. TEN ROUBLES!!! Robber! Come, 
I'll give you five. 

SHopKEeEPrer. Get out of this store! Five 
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roubles indeed! [He takes coat back and hangs 
it up again.] It’s worth twenty roubles,—and 
cheap at that. 

Pioryr [Jeering]. Ho, ho, how you talk! 
Why, it’s moth-eaten all over; I can see it from 
here. 

SHopxeerer [Taking Piorrr by the shoul- 
ders|. Get out of here! Geroutr.... 

Piorrr [Resisting]. Come,—I’ll give you six 
roubles . . . and that’s two more than it’s worth. 

SuHorkererer. I said ten... and I'll stick 
to it. 

Piotryr. I see you have no love of God. Rich 
man! ich man! “How hardly shall they that 
have riches enter into the kingdom!” 

SHOPKEEPER [Angrily]. I have love for the 
children God has given me. I have to feed them, 
don’t I? A man has to make some profit. Come, 
Piotyr Stepanovitch,—that coat cost me six 
roubles: seeing you’re a poor man, I'll let you 
have it for seven. 

Protyr. You’re a highwayman,—that’s what 
you are! Seven roubles, indeed! [Taking coins 
out of pocket.| It’s bread you’re taking out of 
the mouths of my little ones. 
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Vatenxa [Jeering]. Tut! They’ll never go 
hungry,—not with the talent you have for bor- 
rowing. . 

Piotrr [Counting coins into SHOPKEEPER’s 
hand]. One— two— three— four— five—six— 
seven! [He then holds purse upside down.| See! 
My purse is empty. Now who’ll lend me a rouble 
to buy bread for my babies? 

Men [Mock]. Ho! Who will? 

Piotyr [Pathetically]. That’s all the talent I 
have for borrowing! 

VatenKa. Go borrow of the cobbler; he’s a 
friend of yours! ... But don’t tell him about 
your grand new coat! 

Piotrr. Bah! I owe him three roubles 
already,—and he’s pestering me to pay, the devil 
take him! I never see the fellow but what he says, 
“Piotyr Stepanovitch, when are you going to 
pay?” I hide when I see him coming. 

SHOPKEEPER. Well,—a man wants his own. 

Perruska [Gleefully]. Hide, Piotyr Stepano- 
vitch, hide! There he comes now! There comes 
the cobbler now! 

[The men crowd to the window, and speak 
simultaneously. | 
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Suorkerrer. Eh? Where? 

Vatenka. Is that Simon? 

Pioryr. Heavens! What’s the man wearing? 

Vatenxa. Look! He’s got his wife’s nankeen 
jacket on underneath his old coat. . 

Perruska. Didn’t you know? They have only 
one coat between them. When one goes out, the 
other goes to bed. 

Vatenxa. No-o-o? 

Perruska. Fact, I assure you! I heard it 
from Grushenka. 

Vatenka [Turning on Piotyr]. Heaven help 
thee, Piotyr, if he see thy sheepskin! 

Prerruska. Give it to me! I'll say it’s mine. 
[He takes sheepskin which the shopkeeper has 
wrapped. | 

[Enter Smuon the cobbler. ] 

Srmwon. Good day, friends! 


Vatenka. Whew! Shut the door! 
Smwon [Blowing on his fingers]. Aye, cold! 


> SHOPKEEPER. Good day, Simon Ivano- 
S | vitch! 

§ Prerruska. It’s cold weather we're 
3 having! 

A 


Bitter cold! A man can’t keep warm. Just look 
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at me, will you? ... The figure I cut! My 
wife’s nankeen jacket,—my coat, and I don’t 
know what all. When I go out my wife has to 
keep her bed. . . . It’s hard on poor folk. 

SHOPKEEPER and AutL. Aye, aye, so it is! 

SHOPKEEPER. Why don’t you buy a new sheep- 
skin, Simon Ivanovitch? You’re surely rich 
enough,—a fine cobbler like you! 

Simon. That’s what I’m here for. My wife, 


” she says, “not to 


she says to me, “It’s a shame, 
have a decent coat to your back. We’re shamed 
in the eyes of the neighbors.”? And I say to her, 
“Eh, well, what can a man do? Here’s Ivan 
Nicolovitch owes me five roubles, and Piotyr 
Stepanovitch owes me three, and Korolenka 
two,—and what am I to do about it?” [He looks 
about him cunningly.| And my wife,—she’s a 
smart woman, Matryona is,—she says to me, “Go 
to Piotyr and the others, and collect your debts,” 
says she. 
[Protyr edges to door.]} 

Aut [Laughing]. Ha, ha! Hear that, Piotyr? 

Simon. So I went to Ivan Nicolovitch, but he’s 
away on a journey; and I went to Korolenko’s, 
and the door was shut in my face,—but, thank 
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God, I’ve found one of my debtors! Come, Piotyr 
Stepanovitch, is it convenient for you to pay me 
the roubles you’re owing? 

Protyr [bluffiy]. Shoemaker,—I’m sorry... 
but I’m dead broke. I have only twenty kopeks 
left. [He fishes in his pockets and draws out 
some loose coins.| I was going to treat the com- 
pany, but if they’re any use to you,—take them! 

Smon [Gloomily]. What good will twenty 
kopeks do? A fine coat I'd get for twenty 
kopeks! What’ll they buy? 

VatenKka. They’d buy a drink. 

[Enter MortHer ANNusHKA. She sees Srmon 
and retreats, but not before Suwon sees 
her.] 

Srmon. Hey, Mother Annushka! I was just 
over at your house. Your man owes me two 
roubles ; when can he pay? 

Morner AwnnusHxa [Spreading out her 
hands]. Good Simon,—how should I know? Ask 
him! I’ve hard enough work getting money out 
of him to buy bread for the children. 

Stuon [Turning from her dejectedly]. HOW 
CAN MEN LIVE ... if folk won’t pay their 
debts? Here’s ten roubles owed to me, and I need- 
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ing a winter coat, and can’t collect the money! 
[There is a short pause; then a bright idea comes 
to him.] Tell you what, Shopkeeper, let me have 
the sheepskin on credit, and T’ll pay you next 
week, > "03 

SHopxeerer [Shaking his head]. No, you 
don’t! Bring your money and you can have your 
pick of the skins. . . . I see what debt-collecting 
is like. 

[Piotrr takes the sheepskin coat quietly 
from Pxrrrusxa and tries to slip out 
unobserved. | 

Smon [Catches sight of him]. Hey, Piotyr 
Stepanovitch, I'll take those twenty kopeks, man; 
they'll do to warm me. [He catches at Piotynr’s 
sleeve; the bundle falls and splits open, revealing 
the sheepskin coat. Simon stoops and picks 
it up.] Hello! What’s this? Some of your pur- 
chases, eh? So you can afford a warm coat for 
yourself, but can’t pay your debts, eh? 

Protyr [Sullenly]. Give me my skin! 

Srmmon. Eh, you robber, you! You skinflint, 
you! I’ll skin you alive! Vil... [He hits 
Piorryr, and they fight.] 

SuorKeerrr [Coming between them]. Now 
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see here, Simon, you get out of here! Piotyr 
Stepanovitch bought this skin fair and square. If 
there’s any fight coming, you go to law about it! 
But my advice is, go home and cool down a bit! 

Aut [Laughing]. Aye, aye, cool down! 

Smon. Cool down! Pretty advice to a man 
in this weather. . . . It’s a cool reception I'll get 
at home all right. My wife,—she’s counting on 
my bringing home a new coat, and,—well, you 
know what wives are. 

[All groan. ] 

VaLtENnKA [Stooping and picking up the scat- 
tered coins]. Hey, Simon, if thou canst not warm 
thy back, come warm thy belly, man! 

Smon. We-ll, here, Shopkeeper, here’s the 
twenty kopeks. Fill up! Come, lads, be merry! 
[He sees Pioryr again edging for door, and stays 
him.] Come, Piotyr Stepanovitch, I don’t bear a 
grudge. Come, have a drink! 

[The Suorxerrer fills and passes glasses. 
Simon sits on table and swings his glass.] 

Simon [Half sings, half chants]. And when 
on the lonely road I go... 

Aut [Swinging glasses]. Ho-ho! and a 
yo-ho-ho! : 
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Smon. Through the snow,—through the 
snow! : 

Aut. Ho-ho! and a yo-ho-ho! 

Smron. My heart will be merry and my body 
glow! 

Piotyr. O Simon’s a good fellow, oh! 

Aut. Ho-ho! And a yo-ho-ho! [All drink.] 

Smon. Good night, lads! I’ve a way to go! 
[He and Vatenka start down aisle toward back 
of room. | 

Aut [As curtain falls]. Ho-ho! And a 
yo-ho-ho! 
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SCENE II 
A Snowy Roan, wirn a Surine Harp By. Dusk 


The simplest arrangement for this is to erect a 
box, set a large cross upon it and shelter it by 
two pieces of wood at right angles, like a con- 
ventional shrine. If an icon is available, use it 
in place of the cross. Have the hangings blue 
or gray. Artificial or real evergreen trees will, 
of course, add to the scene. If the stage be 
large, it may be used also for the road, and 
the shrine be placed at one side; if, however, the 
stage be small, it ts better to use the main aisle 
of the auditorium for the road. 

The Srrancer, Micwaet, is lying by the 
shrine. 

Simon and VaLenxKA enter from the back of 
the auditorium. They are huddled well into 
their coats. Simon, maybe, carries a lantern. 


VatenKa. See the sky! There’s a heap more 
snow there. It’ll be bitter cold by morning. Brr! 
How the wind blows! 
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Simon. I’m quite warm now, even if I have no 
sheepskin coat. Ive had a drink and it runs 
through all my veins. I need no sheepskin coat 
at all. I go along and don’t worry about any- 
thing; that’s the sort of a man I am. I can do 
without a sheepskin coat. 

VatenKA. What’ll your wife say though... 
when you come home without one? 

Smon. My wife—eh? [Sobered.| My wife— 
what won’t she say? [He stops short in his 
tracks as if to turn. ] 

Vatenxa. What is it? Have you forgot 
anything? 

Smon. I’d forgot my wife. . . . I don’t think 
I'll go home to my wife to-night. 

Vatenxa. What’ll you do then? 

Simon [Scratching his head]. Well,—I can’t 
stay here; that’s certain! I’ve got to face her 
sometime. 

Vatenxa. A man ought not to be afraid of his 
own wife. 

Srmmon. He oughtn’t. That’s a fact!... But 
he is! [A bright thought occurs to him.] Tell 
you what,—you come home with me, have some 
supper, and tell her all about it! 
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Vatenxa [With a laugh]. Eh? NotI! A 
pretty welcome I’d get! How pleased she would 
be to see another mouth to feed, instead of the 
sheepskin you promised her! [Simon fetches a 
deep sigh.| You’re too easy, Simon; that’s the 
trouble. Here you work all day and don’t get 
paid,—and that fellow Piotyr walks off with your 
sheepskin right under your nose... and then 
you give him a drink into the bargain! Id have 
given him a bloody nose, I would! 

Smon. Eh, man, you’re wrong. It doesn’t do 
to keep a grudge. 

Vatenxka. So you let him keep your roubles, 
eh? Well,—good night and good luck! [He 
turns astde as if to part. | 

Simon. Come aside to the shrine and say a bit 
of prayer. [They near the shrine. Sron 
mounts toward it, then starts back and calls in 
alarm.| Look! Look! What’s behind the 
shrine? 

VaLeNKA [Mounting beside him]. Can it be an 
ox? It’s. not like an ox. 

Simon. It’s a man. 

VatenKA, What could a man be doing there? 
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Simon. Eh? Some one has killed him and left 
him to die. 

Vatenxa [Clutching Son]. Come away, 
man! Come away! If we meddle we shall get 
into trouble. [He flees.] ; 

Sruon [Starts to flee also, but the figure by the 
shrine groans. Simon hesitates, then slowly ap- 
proaches him]. Good heavens,—am I grown so 
rich I am afraid of robbers? Chut! It’s no time 
for talking. [He shakes the man.]| Wake, my 
friend, wake! You'll die of cold. [The man looks 
up.| Here, put on this coat at once! [He takes 
off his coat and throws it over man; likewise his 
shoes.| Now move about and warm yourself! 
We must be getting home; it’s too cold to stay 
here. Where do you come from? Why don’t you 
speak? 

Srrance Man [Slowly]. I don’t belong in 
these parts. 

Smon. How did you come to be here by the 
shrine? . .. half naked too! Has some one been 
ill treating you? 

Srrancer. No one has ill treated me: God has 


punished me. 
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Smmon. Eh? That’s a queer way to talk. 
Where were you going? 

Srrancer. I do not know. 

Smon. Did you just drop from heaven, 
eh? ... Well, youll have to find food and 
shelter somewhere; will you go home with me and 
have a bite and warm yourself? 

Srrancer. God will bless you. 

Smon [Shrugs whimsically]. Well,—my wife 
won’t. That’s certain! . . . Here I go off to buy 
her a sheepskin coat, and I come home with 
a... well, without one. But what could J do? 

Srrancer. You can’t fight against God. 

[They go off together, Simon supporting the 
STRANGER. | 
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SCENE III 
Smvon’s Homes 


_At the right is a cobbler’s bench and tools. At 
the back is a table set with plates, etc., a 
samovar, a glass, bread and jam, a candle. 

Marryona is feeding the children at the 
table. 


Leo [His face smeared with jam]. Some more 
bread, little mother! 

NarasHa. Eat what’s on your face, and you'll 
have a meal. 

[Lxo bursts into tears. | 

Marryona. Natasha,—shame! [She takes up 
the loaf and regards it doubtfully.] No more 
bread to-night, children! No doubt your father 
has had dinner in town, and if he doesn’t eat much 
supper this bread will last another day. [She 
starts clearing table. | 

Lzo. But, mother, I’m hungry. 
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Marryona. Be a good child, and if father has 
brought a warm sheepskin coat, I’ll make thee 
breeches out of his old one. 

Nartasua. And for me, mother? For me? 

Martryona. Nay,—one for the pair of ye! 
[NarasHa weeps.| .. . If only the dealer does 
not cheat him! Your father is much too simple. 
He cheats nobody, but a child can take him in. 

Lxo. I hear some one coming, mother! [He 
opens door.| It’s father and another man. 

Marryona [Hastening to door]. I only hope 
your father has not gone on a spree! [Srmon 
enters with Micuart. Marryona eyes him.] 
Ah, so you’ve been on a spree, have you? 
Where’s your sheepskin? Have you drunk up all 
your money? 

Simon [Hanging up his cap with an air of 
bravado]. Come, Matryona, if supper is ready, 
let us have some! Sit down, friend! [To 
Marryrona, as she stands angry and with arms 
akimbo.] Haven’t you cooked anything for us? 

Marryona. T’ve cooked,—but not for you! 
It seems you have drunk your wits away. Here 
you go out early to buy a sheepskin,—and we need 
one enough, goodness knows!—and you come 
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home without so much as the coat you had on, 
and bring a vagabond home with you! . . . I’ve 
no supper for drunkards like you! 

Simon. There—there—Matryona! Don’t wag 
your tongue without reason! 

Marryona. Tell me, what have you done with 
the money? 

Simon. I didn’t get any money. No one would 
pay me. 

Marryona. Well, you'll get no dinner... . 
[Weeps.|] Ah, I was right in fearing to marry 
you,—a worthless good-for-naught who lets his 
children go hungry while he drinks his fill. ..... 

Simon [Protesting]. Nay, nay, Matryona,— 
only twenty kopeks’ worth to keep me warm! 

Marryona. Twenty kopeks indeed! Twenty 
kopeks would have bought bread for his children’s 
mouths. Twenty kopeks! [She sniffs.]| Here, 
Leo, take the bread I saved for thy father; he 
has drunk his fill. [She gives Lxo the loaf. | 

Smvon. Come, come, Matryona.... 

Marryrona. Here, give me my jacket! It’s 
all I have. [She jerks her jacket from him, turns 
away and perceives Lxo offering his bread to the 
Srrancer.] Child, what are you doing? Giving 
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your bread to a vagabond? [She jerks child 
back. | 

Simon. He’s no vagabond. He’s quite a de- 
cent fellow. 

Martryona. If he were all right you’d say 
where you came across him. 

Smon. You haven’t given me a chance. As I 
came to the shrine I saw him lying there half 
frozen. God sent me to him or he must have 
perished. It isn’t weather to sit about half naked. 

Marryona. He must be a fool. It’s just a 
new way of begging. But you’re so simple, 
Simon... 

Smon. He’s no beggar. He will work for a 
living. [To Strancer.] What can you do? 

Srrancer. I do not know. 

Smon. Men who want to work can learn 
anything. 

Strrancer. I will work. 

Smon. What is your name? 

Srrancer. Michael. 

Sraon. Well, if you will work as I tell you I 
will give you food and shelter. 

Marryona. Oh, you will, eh? I’ve got some- 
thing to say about that. 
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Smmon. Don’t be angry, Matryona! It is a 
sin. 

Martryona [Wagging her head at him]. 
Anger a sin, eh? And what about drunkenness, 
eh? And giving your children’s bread away to 
strangers, eh? And weak silly good nature, eh? 

[The Srrancer lifts his eyes and looks at 
her; she faces him defiantly. | 

Srmon. Matryona,—have you no love for 
God? 

[Marrrona and the Strancer face one an- 
other for the space of perhaps thirty 
seconds; then Marrrona moves slowly to 
the table, fills a glass with tea from the 
samovar, sets it, with the loaf, before the 
Srrancer, slightly drawing back a chair 
as she does so. | 

Marryona. Eat! ... And God be with you! 

[The Srrancer smiles brilliantly upon her.] 


CURTAIN 
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SCENE IV 


The same, several months later. If desired, have 
the place look more prosperous, flowers in 
pots, cloth on table, etc., etc. MicHart is 
seated at the cobbler’s bench working on shoes. 
Beside him are scissors, tape, hammer, etc. 
Smmon is standing at the table unwrapping a 
package. The children and Marryona are 
gathered around him. 


Lro. What’s in there, little father? 
Smion. Eh? Guess! 
NarasHa. I guess it’s some new leather for 
boots. 
Smon. Wrong! 
Leo. It’s a quilt! It’s a new quilt! 
Simon. Wrong. Guess again! 
Natasua [Cries]. I know! I know! It’s a 
SHEEPSKIN COAT! 
[Stmon takes coat out of package and re- 
gards it with pride. | 
Aut [Exclaim]. Oh! Oh! 
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Marryona. Eh, Simon, did Piotyr Stepano- 
vitch give it to you? 

Srmon. No, he didn’t! This is a better coat 
than his. Michael, here,—[ With an affectionate 
nod toward MicuHar.. |—is such a clever lad, he’s 
earned me a peck of roubles. Come, Matryona, 
try it on! 

Marryona. Nay, give it to Michael! He’s 
earned it. 

Lxo [Lugging it to Micuart]. Try it on, 
Uncle Michael! Try it on! 

Micuaex [Looking up from his work]. Nay, 
the old one will do for me. 

Srmon. But *tis you have earned this, Michael. 
We all want you to have it. 

Micuart. I have earned nothing. You have 
fed me and clothed me; God will reward you. 

Smon. You reward me yourself. I little 
thought, when I started to teach you, how soon 
you would better your master. 

Lro. Father, look! There comes a fine gentle 
in a chaise! [He runs to the door and opens it. | 

[Enter the GentieMAN followed by Frpxa, 
his servant, who carries a piece of leather 
done up in paper. | 
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GenttEmMan. Which is the master boot- 
maker? 

Srmon [Bowing]. I am, your Excellency. 

GENTLEMAN [Sits in a chair Marryona pushes 
forward]. Measure my boot! [Simon does so.] 
Fedka, open the leather! [Frpxa does so.]| 
Now, shoemaker, do you know what leather 
this is? 

Simon [Examining it]. It is good leather. 

GenTLEMAN. Good leather? I should say so! 
Why, you fool, it cost me twenty roubles. 

Smon. Whew! 

GrenTLEMAN. Now you must make me boots to 
last a year. I warn you if the boots lose shape, 
V’ll put you in prison: if they don’t, I'll pay you 
ten roubles. 

Simon [Frightened, turns to Micuart]. Shall 
we take the job? 

[MicnHaet nods. ] 

GENTLEMAN. Whom have you there? 

Smon. That is my workman. He will sew 
the boots. 

GENTLEMAN [Getting up]. Mind you sew 
them well! They must last me a year. [MicHarn 
looks at him and smiles.|_ What are you grinning 
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at, you fool? You’d better look to it that the 
boots are ready on time. 

Micuaru. They will be ready on time. 

GENTLEMAN. Mind it is so! [He turns and 
goes, hitting his head against the door. He re- 
coils slightly, saying:| Ugh! [Rubs his head and 
goes, followed by Frpxa.] 

Simon. There’s a figure for you! He almost 
knocked the door down, but little harm it did him. 

Marryona. Death itself can’t touch such a 
rock as that. 

Simon. Well, we must make no mistake about 
his precious leather. Come, Michael, your eye is 
truer; you cut out the leather. [He hands it to 
Micuaet.| I'll take these shoes next door. [He 
wraps up a pair of shoes and goes. | 

[Micuaen sits and cuts the leather. Lxo 
draws close to him. | 

Lro. Uncle Michael, tell me a tale! 

[There is a knock. xo springs to open 
door. Pioryr enters, carrying a bundle. | 

Protyr. Is Simon here? 

Marryona [Pausing in her household tasks]. 
He’s just stepped across to a neighbor’s... . 
What do you want, Piotyr Stepanovitch? 
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Pioryr. I just came to pay a debt. 

Marryona [dryly]. Will wonders never cease? 

Pioryr. Now don’t rub it into a man, 
Matryona Pavlovna. [He holds out his bundle.] 
Since I bought this coat with the money I owed 
Simon, I’ve had no peace. Everything’s gone 
wrong. .. . Take it, Matryona Pavlovna! 

Marryrona. But we don’t want your coat, 
man. 

Piorrr. But the three roubles I owe. I can’t 
pay them. 

Marryona. Eh, well,—we’re doing well, thank 
the Lord! We don’t want to take the bread out 
of your children’s mouths. We'll call it quits this 
time. 

Pioryr [Humbly]. God reward you, Mat- 
ryona Pavlovna. [He goes with bundle. | 

Marryona [Musingly]. It’s a queer thing,—I 
don’t hate that man as I used. 

[MicuaEx smiles up at her.] 

Leo. Uncle Michael, how about that tale you 
promised ? 

Micnart. Wait till the gentleman’s slippers 
are finished, little one! 

Lro and Narasua [Eaclaim]. SLIPPERS!!!! 
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- Marryona [Coming anxiously forward]. Why, 
Michael, it was boots the gentleman wanted. I 
thought he said boots. 

Micuaret. Aye, he said boots. It was boots he 
ordered. 

[Simon reénters. | 

Marryona. But you have cut slippers. O 
dear Michael, you have ruined us! See here, 
Simon, the gentleman ordered high boots, and 
Michael has made soft slippers, and ruined the 
leather. 

Smion [Seizing the leather]. What are you 
doing, friend? You have ruined me! 

Lro [Placing himself squarely before 
Micuart]. I won’t have Michael scolded. 

[Micuarn gently removes the lad and faces 
them without speaking. | 

Smon [Greatly troubled]. You have been 
with me a year, and never made a mistake before. 
Did you not hear? 

Marryona [Placing a hand on Stmon’s shoul- 
der]. Don’t bother him, Simon. 

‘Natasna [At window]. I see—down the 
road—a grand lady with two little girls—and 
one of the girls is lame. 
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[MicuaEL moves to window and looks out.] 

Smon. What’s come to thee, Michael? Art 

thou well to-day? I never saw thee curious 
before. 

Marryona. Open the door, Leo, and mind thy 
manners! 

[Lxo opens the door and bows clumsily as 
the Lavy enters with the girl Twrs. ] 

Lavy. Good day, good folk! 

Smmon. Pray come in! What can we do for 
you? 

Lavy. I want leather shoes made for these two 
little girls for spring. 

Smon. We can do that. My man, Michael,— 
[With a wave of the hand.]—is a master hand. 

Lavy. Why is he staring so? 

Simon. Excuse him, Madam! He’s a queer 
fellow. Belike he never saw twins before. 

Lapy. We-ll,—take two measures for this 
little girl. [She lifts lame child to her lap.] 
Make one shoe for the lame foot and three for 
the sound one. 

Smron. Michael,—take the measures, lad! 
[Micuart kneels before child, taking the meas- 
ures. | 
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Marryona. How did it happen? She is such 
a pretty little girl. Was she born so? 

Lapy. No, her mother crushed her leg. . . . 

Marryona. Are you not her mother then? 

Lavy. No, my good woman,—I adopted them. 
Their father died ere they were born, and their 
mother,—poor soul!—died the night of their 
birth. The next morning, when I went to see her, 
I found she had rolled over on this child and 
crushed her leg. 

Marryona [Stroking NatasHa and Lro, who 
cling to her]. Ah, poor soul! Poor soul! 

Lapy. Well, there were the babies, and there 
was I,—the only woman in the village who had a 
baby, and so could suckle them; so I took them. 
God bless them! 

Martryona. They are not your own,—and yet 
you are so fond of them? 

Lapy. How can I help being fond of them? 
They are the joy of my life! [She embraces them 
warmly. | 

Matryrona. The proverb is true that says, 
“One can live without father and mother, but one 
cannot live without God.” 

Micuart [Rising from his knees, smiling 
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strangely]. The proverb is true. [He goes out, 
as if to another room. | 

Lavy. Well,—I must go. Good day, good 
people! 

Sruon [Accompanying her to door, while 
Marryona and children courtesy]. God go with 
you! [She departs, but Srwon hastily reénters 
the room, shutting the door behind him; he looks 
startled.| Eh, there comes the gentleman’s serv- 
ant. What shall we say to him? He will put us 
in prison maybe when he sees how his boots are 
ruined. 

[There is a knock. Marryona hastily 
covers slippers. Simon opens door. 
Enter Fepxa. | 

Smon. Good day again, sir! 

Frpxa. Good day, master! My mistress sent 
me about the boots. 

Srmmon. What about the boots? 

Fepxa. Why, my master no longer needs 
them; he is dead. 

Simon. Dead? Is it possible? 

Frpxa. He died in the carriage. My mistress 
sent me to say, “Tell the bootmaker we need no 
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_ boots. He must make slippers for the dead 
body.” I am to wait for them. 
[Stmon and Marryona slowly turn and look 
at MicuaeEt, who enters. | 

Micuaret [Wraps up slippers and hands them 
to Fepxa]. They are ready. 

Fepxa. Eh? That’s quick work. Well,— 
good day, my masters. [Goes. | 

Micuaet [Takes off his apron and bows to 
Smion and Matryona]. Farewell, master! God 
has forgiven me. I ask your pardon too for any- 
thing done amiss. 

Smron [Bows low]. I see, Michael, you are no 
common man. I cannot keep you. Only tell me 
this, How is it that when I found you, you were 
gloomy, and when my wife gave you food, you 
smiled upon her. 

Marryona. And when the gentleman ordered 
boots TO LAST A YEAR,—you smiled again? 

Smon. And when this woman came with the 
little girls, you smiled a third time? 

Lxzo. Uncle Michael,—why does your face 
shine so? 

Micnwart. God sent me to learn three 
truths,—and I have learned them. 
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Smon. Tell me, Michael, what were the three 
truths, that I too may know them. 

Micuazu. I was an angel in heaven. God sent 
me to fetch a woman’s soul. I flew to the woman’s 
bedside, but when she saw me, she wept and said, 
“Angel of God, do not take my soul! See here 
beside me my two baby girls! Oh, let me live for 
them! Children cannot live without a father or 
mother.” I hearkened to her. I flew to the Lord 
and said, “I could not take the woman’s soul. 
Children cannot live without a father or mother.” 
And God said, “Go! Take the mother’s soul, and 
learn three things! Learn wHaT pWELIs IN MAN! 
WHAT IS NOT GIVEN TO MAN TO KNow! and WHAT 
MAN Lives BY!” So I took the mother’s soul. As 
her soul arose to God, her body rolled over on the 
bed, crushing the leg of one of the babes. 

Martryona, Ai! Ai! 

Micuarrt. But I,—TI fell to earth. 

Srmon. Ai! Now I see! Now I understand! 

Micuart. I was alone,—naked, when you 
passed me by. You took compassion on me; you 
took me home to your wife, but she wished to 
drive me out. I saw death in her face. Then 
you spoke to her of God and her face changed; 
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light came into it. Then I remembered the first 
lesson God had set me... . 

Stmon and Marryona. Learn what dwells in 
man. 

Micuart. And I understood that in man 
dwells love. 

Marryrona [Nodding]. Yea, yea, master, a 
true word! 

Micuart. <A year passed. A man came to 
order boots. I looked behind him and saw the 
angel of death. None but me saw the angel, but 
I knew that before the sun set he would take the 
rich man’s soul, and I smiled, remembering God’s 
second lesson... . 

Soon and Marryona. What is not given to 
man to know. 

Micuaet. I learned that it is not given to man 
to know his own needs or at what hour the Lord 
will require his soul, 

Smon. And the last lesson, master? 

Micuaru. I recognized the little baby girls as 
those for whom I had sinned. And I remembered 
how the mother had besought me saying, “Chil- 
dren cannot live without a father or mother” .. . 
and lo, a stranger had nursed them and loved 
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them as her own. . . . And I saw in her the living 
God, and I have learned . . . that manlives... 
not by care of himself, but by love. He who has 
love dwelleth in God and God in him, for GOD 
IS LOVE. 

[The light streams over Micuart. His 
robes drop from him and he appears in 
shining angel garb. Then the light fades 
into darkness as MicuaErL disappears. 
When the light again strengthens, Stwon 
and his family are on their knees. | 


THE END 
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THE PEOPLE 


“Tur Hapry Prince” 
‘Ture Mayor’ 
- Tur First Counsetor 
*Tur Seconp CouNseELor © 
A Lirrite Marcu-eirt © 
Ont ANGEL 
Tue Littitz SwaLttow 
One Girt 
Anoruer Girt 
A Morse. - 
A Cuiip ; 
Tue Art Proressor 
ANoTHER ANGEL 


THE PLACE 


The market-place. Against any simple cur- 
tains, preferably blue, erect the statue of the 
Happy Prince. He should be arrayed in golden 
armor, of which some scales may be removable; 
in the hilt of his sword a great jewel should be set. 
(If given out of doors, music may take the place 
of a curtain.) 


THE PROPERTIES 


Two blue jewels to represent the eyes of the 
statue. The ruby for the sword. A round moon 
to set on the horizon in Scene II. A heart of lead, 
located inside the armor of the statue. A tray 


of matches, The removable scales of gold. 


THE COSTUMES 


The Prince’s costume may be made of buck- 
ram, gilded. The scales may also be made of 
buckram, but preferably of brass, cut out with 
tin shears and fastened to a body of buckram 
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with paper fasteners. These the SwaLLow re- 
moves with claws and teeth. For the Swatiow’s 
costume, cut out the back and front like the body 
of a swallow; stiffen the tail with buckram. Cut 
out spread wings and attach at shoulder. Let the 
bird wear a little black or brown union suit or 
stockings on arms and legs and a little cap, some- 
thing resembling a monk’s hood, with a stiff beak. 
If feathers are available, they add greatly to the 
head and wings and tail. For the CounsELors, 
bright medieval robes! 

(The story has been set to music by Liza 
Lehmann. Chappell and Co.) 
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THE HAPPY PRINCE 
SCENE I 


The Mayor and the First Counsruor are stand- 
ing in front of the statue of the Harry Price. 
They are regarding it with critical eyes. To 
them, enter the S—conp CounsELoR. 


Seconp Covnse or [As he enters]. Well, my 
Lord Mayor,—what do you think of our new 
statue of the Happy Prince? 

First Counsetor. It don’t look so happy as 
the Prince used to look,—not so radiant-like. 

Seconp Counsetor. Pooh! Pooh! I think 
it’s as beautiful as a weather-cock,—though not 
so practical. 

First Counsetor. Well,—IJ think it cost a 
mint 0’ money. 

Seconp CovunseLor. But, man, it’s solid 
gold! The townspeople voted a large appro- 
priation. 

First Counsetor. And who had the spending 
of it?,.. =. You? 

Srconp Counsetor. What d’you mean? 
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First Counsretor. I mean there’s probably 
more gold inside your pocket than inside the 
statue. Solid gold, indeed! [Sniffs.] 

Szeconp Counsetor. My Lord Mayor, I—I 
appeal to you! He—he insults me! 

Mayor [Pacifically]. Tut, tut, gentlemen! 
Don’t quarrel in the open market-place! 

[The CounseLors turn their backs and 
march off in different directions, mutter- 
ing simultaneously : | 
Srconp Counsetor. It’s gold, solid gold, 

I tell you! Solid gold.... 

First Covunsetor. It’s lead inside, I’m 

convinced it’s lead, pure lead. . . . 

Mayor [Gazing at statue, shrugs]. Whether 

the heart of the statue 

Be of value or no, 
Time, the master-magician, 
Time will show. [He goes.] 

[The little Swattow flutters in.] 

Swattow [Looking about him]. Where shall 
I put up? I hope the town has made preparation 
to receive me. [He perceives the statue.| Ah, 
what a beautiful golden statue! Just the thing! 
[Hops onto base of statue.] Keep me warm, 
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beautiful statue, for the night is cold. [Settles 
himself to sleep.]| What’s that? Is it raining? 
[Cranes his head out.] No! There’s not a cloud 
in the sky. But I certainly felt a drop. ... 
There it is again! [Petulantly.] What’s the use 
of a statue if it can’t keep the rain off? ... 
Why,—the statue is weeping! . . . Well, I never 
did! . . . Who are you, beautiful statue made of 
gold? 

Stratus oF Price. I am the Happy Prince. 

Swattow. Happy? Why are you weeping 
then? You have quite drenched me. 

Prince. When I was alive I did not know what 
tears were, for I lived in the palace of Sans-Souci, 
where sorrow is not allowed to enter. I never 
went outside the palace gardens, They called me 
“The Happy Prince,”—and happy I was,—if 
pleasure be happiness. . . . So I lived and so I 
died. Now I am dead, they have set me up on 
high so that I can see all the misery of my city, 
and though my heart is made of lead, I cannot 
choose but weep. 

Swattow. Ai! [Aside.] He is not solid gold, 
then. 

Prrce. To-night I can see into a window 
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yonder. A poor woman sits embroidering passion 
flowers upon a satin robe for a maid-of-honor. 
Her little boy is ill of a fever. Hark! He is 
asking her for oranges, but she has naught to give 
him save muddy river water. . . . Swallow, little 
Swallow, will you not bring to her the ruby from 
my sword hilt? 

Swaxttow [Pursing his lips]. I am waited for 
in Egypt; I must go. There is a most beautiful 
reed in the river Nile with whom I am in love. 
It is true she has too many relations—the river 
is quite full of reeds—and she has no conversa- 
tion,—but she is most domestic. 

Prince. Swallow, little Swallow, will you not 
stay with me one night and be my messenger? 
The boy is so thirsty and the mother so sad! 

Swattow. I don’t think I like boys; they 
throw stones at one. Of course they never hit 
ME; I fly far too well! Still, it is a mark of dis- 
respect. . . . Why do you look so sad? ... [He 
heaves a sigh.| It is very cold here, but I will 
stay this night and do your bidding. 

Prince. Thank you, little Swallow. 

[The Swarrow takes the ruby from the 
sword hilt in his beak. He has trouble in 
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doing it. He tries beak and claws, and 
finally succeeds. He flies away. Enter 
two Girits muffled from the cold in beauti- 
ful veils. | 

One Girt. How beautiful the stars are! 

Orner Girt. I hope my dress will be ready for 
the state ball. I have ordered passion-flowers to 
be embroidered on it, but sempstresses are so lazy! 

First Girt. Good-for-nothing hussies! What 
are they made for but to serve our pleasure? 
[The two Girus pass out. | 

[The Swattow flies in.] 

Swattow. Happy Prince,—TI laid thy ruby 
beside the woman’s thimble; then I fanned the 
boy with my wings. He said, “How cool I feel! 
I must be getting better!” Dear Prince, did I do 
well? . . . Though I was cold before, now I am 
warm. 

Prince. You have done well, little Swallow. 

Swattow. To-night I shall go to Egypt: now 
I shall sleep. [He curls up at the feet of the 
Happy Prince. | 

[If there be no curtain, soft music may be 
played to indicate the passage of the night 
and day. | 
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The following night. A great moon is rising on 
or off stage. 


Swatitow [Waking]. Ai! The moon is rising! 
Happy Prince,—have you anything for me to do 
in Egypt? I am just starting. 

Prince. Swallow, little Swallow, will you not 
stay with me one night longer? Far across the 
city I see a young man in a garret. He is trying 
to finish a play, but he is too cold to write any 
longer. He has no fire, and hunger has made him 
faint. 

Swattow. I am waited for in Egypt. The 
beautiful reed will be expecting me. She is a 
great coquette and, I fear, flirts with the 
wind. ... Still, I will stay with you one night 
longer. Shall I take the young man a ruby? 

Prince. I have no more rubies. My eyes are 
all I have left. They are made of rare sapphires. 
Pluck out one of them and take it to him! 
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Swattow [Retreating a step]. Dear Prince, I 
cannot do that! 

Prince. Swallow, little Swallow, do as I com- 
mand you! 

[The Swattow plucks out one eye, showing 
as he flies away a blue stone in his claw. 
Enter a woman and little child. | 

Cuitp [Pointing, cries]. I want the moon, 
mamma, I want the moon! 

Woman [Dragging him before statue]. Why 
can’t you be like the Happy Prince? The Happy 
Prince never dreamed of crying for anything. 
[She drags the child out.] 

Cup [As he departs, cries]. But I want the 
moon, mamma, I want the moon! 

[The Swatuow flies back. | 

Swattow. Hei, dear Prince,—I flew in 
through a hole in the roof, and dropped the 
sapphire beside the poor young man. He cried, 
as he beheld it, “See! I am beginning to be ap- 
preciated! Now I can finish my play!” Dear 
Prince, have I done well? 

Prince. Thou hast done well, little Swallow. 
Sleep in peace! 

Swaxttow [4s he settles his feathers for sleep]. 
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It is nice to be appreciated. I know, for the spar- 

rows in this city are very civil to me; they call 

me “Distinguished stranger!” [He falls asleep.]| 
[Music or curtain. ] 
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SCENE III 


The Art Prorsssor may be standing, gazing at 
the statue, or he may enter. The cry of the 
little Matcu-ciru is heard as she enters. 


Marcu-cret [Cries]. Matches! Matches! 
Who'll buy? Who’ll buy? 

Matches! Matches! 

Art Prorsssor [Before statue]. Well, I’m 
glad there is some one in the world who is quite 
happy. It was well done to make a statue of him. 

Marcu-cirrt [Edging alongside]. He looks 
jest like an angel, don’t he, sir? 

Art Proressor [Regarding her severely]. An 
angel? How do you know? You’ve never seen 
one. 

Marcu-cirt. Ah, yes, sir, I have... in my 
dreams. 

Arr Prorrssor. Pshaw! Well, the only way 
any one ever is happy is in dreams. 

Marcu-crrt. Did the Happy Prince dream, 
sir? 
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Marcu-cmt. Why, faces sa late : 
ing at his feet! [She stoops to stroke the : 


a ow, and drops her matches. She cries. Oh! 


; : Oh! [She stoops to gather them.] 


Really, to-night I must be off to Egypt. Fare-_ 
; well, dear Prince. When I return I will bring 


you a ruby redder than a red, red rose, — a 


_ sapphire bluer than the sea. 

Prince. Swallow, little Swallow, will you nak 
stay with me one night longer? Look at the little 
match-girl ! She has let her matches fall and they 
are spoiled. Her father will beat her. .. . Pack 
out my other eye and give it to her! 

Swattow [Weeps]. No, no, dear Prakent 
You would be quite blind then! 

Privce. Swallow, little Swallow, do as I com- 
mand you! 

[The Swattow plucks out the other eye and 
drops the blue stone among the matches.] 

Marcu-ciru [Seizing the stone lifts it to light]. 
Oh, what a lovely bit of glass! [She runs off 
laughing. | 
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Swattow [Waking]. Brr! But it is cold! — 
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a 
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Tom 1? 
HAR PRINCE ! 
“FAREWELL, DEAR PI 


- awaytoEgypt! | bs. v9e8 


rea No, ‘nO, little Swallow, yo 


Swattow [Nestles by his side]. I shall sey 
with you always. . . . I will tell you tales of the 
red ibises on the banks of the Nile who catch gold- 
fish in their beaks,—of the sphinx who is old as 
the world,—of the kings of the mountains of the | 


moon. ... 

Prince. Dear little Swallow, you tell me of 
many marvelous things,—but more marvelous 
than anything is the mystery of suffering. Fly 
over my city, little Swallow, and tell me what you 
see there! And take off my gold, leaf by leaf, and — 
give it to my poor! 

Swattow. Master, I hear and obey! [He 
plucks off a few scales of the Prixcx’s armor, and 
flies away.| 

[Music, soft and low until the Swattow 
returns. | 

Swattow. Dear Prince, I saw the rich making 
merry, while beggars are starving at the gates. I 
gave the beggars gold, and it made them glad. 
[He gets more golden scales and flies away. | 
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Privce [Musingly]. The living always think 
that gold can make them happy. 

[Music till the Swatiow flies in again.] 

Swattow. Master, I saw two little boys 
cuddling for warmth under the bridge. The 
watchman bade them, “Begone!” Their faces 
were so pinched and sad that I gave them of thy 
gold. [Helps himself to more and flies away, but 
returns almost immediately.| Dear Prince, their 
faces grow bright when they see thy gold, and 
they buy them warm clothing to cover their rags, 
for the night waxes chill. [He flies out with more 
gold, and returns fluttering painfully.| Oh, it is 
cold,—cold! The snow has come. . . . Good-by, 
dear Prince. Will you let me kiss your hand? 

Prince. I am glad you are going to Egypt at 
last, little Swallow; you have stayed too long. 
But kiss me not upon the hand, but upon the lips, 
for I love you. 

Swattow. It is not to Egypt I am going: I 
am going to the house of death. Death is the 
brother of sleep, is he not? [He tries to kiss the 
Prince upon the lips, but falls at his feet.] 

[The statue cracks. (This may be accom- 
plished by having the Swattow, as he 
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_ falls, drag open the armor, from which 
he has removed the scales.) Enter the 
Mayor, the Counsrtors, the Art Pro- 
FEssoR, and others as the daylight grows. | 

Mayor [Glancing upward]. Dear, dear, how 
shabby the Happy Prince looks! 

Oruers. How shabby indeed! 

Mayor. The ruby has fallen out of his sword- 
hilt, and his eyes are gone,—and he is golden no 
longer. In fact, he is little better than a beggar. 

Orners [Nodding]. Little better than a 
beggar! 

Mayor. And here is actually a dead bird at 
his feet! We must really issue a proclamation 
that birds are not allowed to die here. 

[Stmultaneously. | 
Fimsr Counseztor. An excellent idea! 

{ Sreconp Counsetor. Ha, ha! How ex- 

ceedingly witty! 

Art Prorsssor. Pull it down! Pull it down, I 
say! As it is no longer beautiful,—it is no longer 
useful. 

Orners. Aye,—pull it down! Pull it down! 

Mayor. We must have another statue,—but it 
shall be a statue of myself. 
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[ Stmultaneously. | 


Sreconp Counsetor. Of me! Of me! 
First Counsetor [To Srconp]. A statue of 


{esc Counsretor. No, of me! 


you, indeed! ...I always said you put more 
gold inside your pocket than inside the statue, 
and I’m proved right. Look, my masters, look at 
the great crack! [He mounts base of statue and 
plunges his hand inside statue. | 

Mayor. It certainly was a hard frost that 
made that crack! 

First Counsetor [Pulling out heart of lead]. 
It’s lead inside, pure lead, I tell you! [Throws 
down heart.| Look at the heart! 

[The Mayor and Arr Proressor turn and 
glare at the Szconp CounseEtor. | 

Srconp Counsetor [Feebly]. I was cheated. 
[The others move off contemptuously; he follows 
them.| Don’t you believe me? I was cheated, I 
tell you; the goldsmiths cheated me! [They all 
disappear. | 

[It grows darker. Enter two ANcELs; they 
peer about. | 

Firsr Ancet. God has said, Bring me the two 
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most precious things in this city,—but it is hard 
to choose. 

Sreconp AncEL. Aye,—hard! 

First Ancex. Aj, see here this little swallow, 
and this heart of lead! These I shall bear to him! 
Do thou assist me! [Together they raise the 
SwaLtow and carry it forward. | 

Srconp Ancet. Thou hast chosen rightly,— 
for in the city of gold the Happy Prince shall 
praise God our Lord, and in the garden of para- 
dise this little bird shall sing forevermore. 

[They carry the SwaLtow off between them, 
and also the heart of lead.} 


THE END 
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THE CHILDREN WHO WORK 
AND 
THE CHILDREN WHO PLAY 


THE PEOPLE 


Tam 

Barpara’ 

Rosy - the Children Who Work 
Prerer 

Dicky and others 

AGATHA- 

BertTraNnp 

GLapys the Children Who Play 
GWENDOLYN 

CLARENCE and others 

Tue Battoon Man 

Tue Pin-MANn 

Tur OrGAN-GRINDER 

Tur Monkey 

Tue Presipent or Bomsasst 

Tue First Counsrtor 

Tur Seconp CouNsELoR 

Tue Txuirp CounsE or, a Poet 

Tue Fourtn Counsetor, a Practical Man 

Tue Firra Counsetor, an Educator 

Tue SixrH Counsetor, a Maker of Ammunition 
AgatTua’s GovERNESS 

PoLiceMAN 

Tuer Prorte or Bompassi, who are the audience 


THE PLACE 


Acr I 
The Council Chamber of Bombassi. 
Acr II 
Acatua’s Nursery. 
Act HI 
The Flower Factory. 
Acr IV 
The Open Country. 
Act’ V 
The Council Chamber. 
The Auditorium represents the streets of 


Bombassi. 


THE PERIOD 


Any time, since the rise of the factory. The 
costuming should properly be of this century, but, 
with children for actors, this is difficult. There- 
fore the play was garbed fantastically, in the 
style of the Pied Piper of Hamelin,—long bright 
robes for the Counsrnors, black robes and long 
white wigs for the three who judge the children, 
and smocked peasant frocks for the children. 
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PROPERTIES 


Act I. A bunch of balloons of differing colors. 
(Gas balloons are preferable.) A tray of pies. 
A hurdy-gurdy. (A music-box, placed inside a 
large box and attached to neck of Orcan- 
GRINDER.) <A gavel for Presipent, and Book of 
the Law. 

Act II. Blackboard and chalk. Pot of flowers. 
Pitcher of milk, tumbler, bread. A hair brush. 
Ball and other toys as desired. 

Act III. Paper for making roses. Wire. 
Scissors. Branch of tree. 

Act IV. Hair-ribbon. Suspenders. <A picnic 
hamper. Ball. Policeman’s club. 
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“The Flower Factory” by Florence Wilkinson 
Evans is suggested for prologue. 


In front of the curtain appears the Orcan- 
GRINDER, as though walking through the streets 
of the city. He leads a Monxey by a string. 
He plays. The Monxry dances. Then the 
CuILpREN gather and dance with the Monkey. 
They sing. 


Sone. Music—Dixie. 


O-oh, comrades, sing to fair Bombassi! 

Cheer the morn that I was born 

Right here! So dear 

Is this,—our land. 

Then up and cheer Bombassi, 

This land,—so free! 

Oh, cheer the land that I was born in 

Early on a Sunday mornin’! 

Cheer! Oh, cheer,—this land of fair Bombassi! 


The Orcan-crinpEeRr passes slowly to the 
back of the auditorium, followed by the 


children. 
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ACT I 
Tur Councit CHAMBER 


The walls of the chamber are neutral-tinted. On 
these are hung, if desired, pictures suggestive 
of a council chamber, portraits, maps or tapes- 
tries. There is a window at the back through 
which the blue sky of the back-drop is seen. In 
the center of the room is a long table, sur- 
rounded by chairs, on which rests the gavel and 
book of the law. 

The Preswent is seated. The other Coun- 
sELoRs stand about in groups laughing and 
chatting. 


PresipEnT [ Rises and pounds for order]. Come 
to order, gentlemen! 

The purpose of this meeting is to scan 
Every plan 
To make our city of Bombassi 
The greatest city in the world! 

Port [Derisively]. Make her greatest? 
Is she not so already? 
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Has she not the honor of being 

The birthplace of ourselves? 

Counsretors [Laughing and pounding table]. 
Hear, hear! 

Preswent [Raps]. Motions are in order! 
[Several rise and start to speak.] One at a time, 
gentlemen! 

Port [Holds his position]. I move we make 

our city 

The most beautiful city in the world! 

Let us bring hither great musicians and crown 
them with laurel! 

Let us bow down before our artists, and give 
honor unto our wise men! 

First Counsretor. And while we did so, 

The other cities would get ahead of us. 

We have no time for art, music or song. 

Port. I see. 

It is not that we would be more illustrious than 
our rivals: 

We would be ... Bah! I shake off the dust of 
my shoes. [He moves toward the door, and, 
ostentatiously wiping his feet, goes. ] 

Practica, Man [Rises]. Maybe the poet 

dreams dreams, but I 
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Am a Practical Man. 
I would have our city fair and sweet. 
Therefore I propose 
We clean our streets, and clean our alleys, 
And above everything, 
Let us give clean justice to all, 
To white and black, to yellow and to brown, 
To rich and poor! 
Sreconp Counsetor. Bah! We have no time 
for cleanness! 
Maker or Ammunition [Springing to his 
feet]. I propose 
We make our city the strongest! 
Let us lay up store of weapons against our rivals! 
Let us train our children in the arts of war... . 
Epucator [Springing to his feet, hotly]. Are 
you babes? 
Give over your mad schemes! 
I propose... 
First Counsetor. Won't it keep? 
I’m a thirsty man. 
Srconp Counsrtor [Mocking]. He bids us 
drink 
At the open fount of knowledge. 
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Epvucartor. I propose—we EpucaTE! 

So let the state 

Of Bombassi 

Be GREAT! 

[The cry of the Battoon Man is heard at 
the right of the auditorium as he comes 
down the street. | 

Batitoon Man. Balloons! Balloons! 
Come, buy balloons, 
Ye idle gossoons! 
They’ll pull you high 
To the farthest moons. 
Come, buy balloons! Balloons! Balloons! 

[The cry of the Prz Man is heard at the 
left of the auditorium, starting simul- 
taneously with the last line of the Bat- 
toon Mav. ] 

Piz Man. Cherry pie! 
Who'll buy? 
Plum jam! 
Who’ll cram? 
Cherry pie! 
Who'll buy? Buy? Buy? 

Curtpren [Running forward from back of 
auditorium]. I! I! I! I! 
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2 off to the sides. followed by the & 
and so back of the stage, w 
heads of the Battoon Man pi 
4 Man are soon seen at the open wind 


listening to the CounsExors. | 
PreswEent. Bah! One can’t hear ontbelf 
think! Shut the window! [The Fimsr Came 
-SELOR does so.] 
First Counsetor. Little brats! They pe 
be set 
‘To honest labor! If I had my way 
Children should be made to work 
Ten hours each day. 
Keep ’em out of mischief anyway! 
Maker or Ammunition. Work is good fer 
children. Now just see, 
I wasn’t educated, and . . . LOOK AT ME! 
[ All look at him.] 
- Aut [Nodding]. Yes, work is good for 
ies children. 
) Epucator. Aye,—it is! 


So let us train them in the arts of PEACE, 
Giving to each ability to create 
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Works,—images of gods and men, 
Sonatas, symphonies, 
Noble bridges, buildings, canals, 
Homes, gardens... 
First and Seconp Counsetors [Cry]. Put 
him out! Put him out! 
Epucator [His voice rising above theirs]. 
Educate! Educate! 
So let the state 
Of Bombassi 
Be great! 
Presiwent [Leaning across table and eyeing 
him.| SUPPOSE 
We followed your advice? 
EDUCATION—COSTS—MONEY. 
[ Simultaneously. | 
First Counsetor. So it does! 
Szrconp Counsetor. You’ve hit the nail 
on the head! 
Enucartor [Slowly]. I see. 
It is not that you would be greater than our rival 
cities ; 
Ye would be richer only. 
First and Sreconp Counsetor. Yea, amen! 
Epvucaror. What have I to do with riches? 
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Iamawise man. [He turns toward the door, but 
lingers, listening. | 

First Counsrtor. What have we to do with 

wise men? 
The only way to greatness lies in gold. 

Szeconp CounsEetor [With a nod, murmurs]. 
Gold! 

Maxer or Ammunition. Gold! 

Presipent. Gold! 

Maker or Ammunition. How shall we get 
gold? 

PresipeNt. We must work, work, work,— 
faster, faster, faster. We must make machinery, 
cotton goods, laces,—[The others join in, each 
speaking as fast as he can, making a confused 
jumble of sound.|—velvets, pots, pans, nails, 
shoe-laces, tacks, pianos, pins—and exchange 
them for the gold of the world. 

Sreconp CounseLor. How may this be done? 

Preswent. Bring hither the children! 

[The First Counsetor goes out. | 
Srconp Counsetor. What do you propose? 
Maxer or AMmunitTION. Make ’em work,—the 

little rascals! 

[The PreswEnt nods. ] 
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Epucator [Returning hastily to council 

table]. I object! 

There is a law made by our fathers’ fathers. [He 
turns over leaves of the secretary’s book 
hastily. | 

Law number 200,000,056: “All little children, 

Of tender years, that is of fourteen summers, 

Or less, 

Shall be debarred from any gainful trade.” [He 
planks book down. | 

Presipent. Times are changed, 

And constitutions must change also. 

[The CumprEeNn enter, ushered by the 
First CounseExor. } 

Present [Engagingly]. Come hither, little 
mice! Do ye love Bombassi? 

Curtpren [Shout]. Yes, yes! Give us bows 

and arrows! 

Give us a gun! 

We will lick every one! 

Preswent [Benevolently]. Nay,—we will give 
you scissors,—needles,—thread—[Thetr faces 
fall.|—and . . . TWo pENcE a day! 

Tam [One of the Cumtpren]. Two pence a 
day . .. for our very own? 
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Preswent. For your very own! 
Cumpren. Hurray! Hurray! [They dance 
out.] 
Presiwent [To Epucaror]. You see, 
The children agree. [He speaks to all.] 
I propose we abolish law number two million some- 
thing or other, 
And in its stead write, “aLL CHILDREN MUST 
LABOR.” 
Maxer or Ammunition and Counsetors. All 
children? Not OUR children? 
Preswent [Quickly]. Not OUR children! 
“All children must labor 
EXCEPT 
Where we expressly stipulate !”— 
Undoubtedly some children must be taught to 
govern,—rule,— 
For the good of the state, 
And, to that end, must go to school. 
Orners [ Relieved, repeat]. Our children must 
be taught to govern,—rule,— 
And to that end must go to school. 
[The Epucator turns and goes, full of in- 
dignation. The Practican Man hesi- 
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tates but remains. The curtain falls. 
The Battoon Man, the Pre Man and 
the OnGAN-GRINDER hasten in front of 
the curtain and hold an indignation 
meeting. | 
Pre Man. Heard you what they say? 
Our children must work, 
That their children may play! 
OrGAN-GRINDER. It is against the law; 
They cannot break it. 
Battoon Man [With a shrug, and a nod 
toward curtain]. They’re breaking it right now. 
Piz Man. What’s to be done? 
Orcan-crinver [ Militantly]. Arouse the com- 
mon folk! Then, with rope and gun, 
March to the city hall and hang ’em all. 
[Shakes fist at curtain. | 
Bartoon Man. No, no, my friend! 
It’s no use trying to arouse the masses: 
We must awake all classes,— 
Not only those who suffer, but those who gain, 
If the new law passes. 
Piz Man. This is no age of miracles; only the 


poor 
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Will swell the protest. 
Battoon Man. Do not be too sure! 
When people understand they will have pity; 
So,—let us educate the city! 
You,—[To Pm Man.]—go east! And you,— 
[To Oncan-cRINDER. ]—go west! 
And I will do my very best 
To mix the poor up with the rich, [Twirling 
around. | 
Until you can’t tell which is which! [On this line 
he prances four steps forward and skips 
down the main aisle to the back. | 
[The Pre Man hastens to right and the 
Orcan-cRINDER to left. The Coun- 
SELORS issue between the curtains. | 
First Counsetor. Success to the new law! 
[ Simultaneously. | 
Srconp CounsELor. Success! 
Maker or Ammunition. Amen! 

Present [Clapping Practican Man on 
shoulder]. We shall grow rich, my boy! We 
shall grow rich! 

Practican Man. You will,— 

For you own factories. 
But I’m sorry for the children; they will grow 
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Snes en 


Flat-chested and stoop-shouldered. Must we take 
Their play-time and their school-time, all for the 
sake 
Of a few pennies? Do we not owe 
Something 
To the next generation? 
Present. Bother the next generation! 
You’re a fool! 
OUR children will go to school,— 
And that’s enough! 
Look you, my Agatha’s the next generation, 
And I mean to leave her 
ROLLING in riches. . . 
Practican Man. For her to throw away! 
Preswent. She shan’t! She shan’t! 
PracticaL Man. Bah! I know Agatha! 
She’s only a child as yet,— 
But a generous one! 
She will not thank you 
For stouen riches! 
- Presipent [Growing purple]. Stolen? 
What is that you say? 
STOLEN? 
Practican Man [Firmly]. Aye,—stolen— 
without scruple, without pity,— 
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For children are the riches of our city. 

[All glare at him; then the Present and 
others deliberately turn their backs and 
stalk off in one direction, while the 
Practicat Man takes the other.] 


[184] 


ACT II 
Acatua’s Nursery 


The setting may be the same, but on the walls are 
nursery pictures. In place of the large table 
is a small table, which AcatuHa’s GOVERNESS 18 
setting with bread and milk. There is a black- 
board and chalk, and a small stand containing 
a pot of flowers, a ball and a hair brush. Other 
toys are strewn about as desired. Through the 
window is seen the blue sky. AcaTHa is stand- 
ing at the window. The CuttpreNn Wuo Worx 
pass outside. 


Acarua [Counting]. One—two—three— 
And a little one! 
Their faces look so sad. [Turns to her Gov- 
EBNEss. | 
Why do the children hurry by here every day, 
So early and so late? 
Is it to school they go? 
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No! 

They carry no books, 

And never stop to play. 

Governess. Come, Agatha! 
AcatHa [Leaving window and advancing 
slowly]. A little while ago 

The streets were full of children playing, 

Bringing in the May: 

Now the streets are still—so still! [She turns 
again to window. | 

Oh !—see that baby hurrying along! 

I’d like to hug her! 

Governess. Here’s your bread and milk. 

Come away from the window. [She picks up 
articles strewn about floor. | 

Acatua [Reluctantly coming to table, looks 
pettishly at food]. Bread and milk! [She 
sings. | 

“Bread and mi-lk! Bread and milk! 

Breakfast,—dinner,—supper ! 

I’m so tired of bread and milk. . . .” [She tips 
milk onto pot of flowers and throws bread 
out of window, smiling sweetly at her 
GovERNESs. | 

Governess [Seizing her hand]. Fie! 
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“Willful waste makes woeful want, 
And some day you may say, 
‘Oh, don’t I wish I had that crust 
Which once I threw away!’ ” 
Acatua. Never! ... unless it had jam on 
it,—or honey! 
GoverNess. Have you said your prayer? 
[Acarua nods. ] 
Now brush your hair. [Acartua seizes brush. | 
And then go kiss your papa before he goes 
Down to the factory. 
Acatua. What is a factory? 
Governess. It is a place where people work 
all day. 
Acatua [Ceasing to brush]. Children? 
Governgss. Yes! 
Acatua [ Wide-eyed|]. What for? 
What do they work for? 
Governess. For two pence a day! 
Acatua [Wistfully]. I would give them two 
pence a day,— 
If I had it,— 
And let them play! 
And so I shall tell my father. [She makes for 
door. | 
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Governess [Catching her]. No, no! You will 
not! 
Acatua. But I will! 
And I shall ask him to take me to his factory! 
And I shall say to the children, 
“Stop work, and play with me!” 
GoverneEss. No, no! 
They are not fit associates. ... 
AcatHa, Why not? 
Governess. They must keep their places, 
Working as they do, they have not the time 
To learn the courtesies,—the courtly bows and 
graces, 
In which you are bred... . 
In short,—they have no manners. 
Acatua [Sticking out her tongue]. Pleases— 
have I? 
Governsss [In an awful voice]. Agatha!!! 
Was the sticking out of your tongue directed at 
me? 
AcaTua. It was. 
Governess [Nods]. I see. 
You would say, 
“I have no manners; therefore I may go play 
With mannerless children.” 
But I say, Nay! 
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Acatua [Stamping her foot]. Yl ask my 
father 
The minute I see him. [Again she makes for 
door. | 
Governsss [Seizing her again]. You will stay 
In this room 
Till you are obedient! 
Little girls 
Do not understand. 
Your father has planned 
Great things for you. 
You will inherit 
Wealth, 
Luxury, 
Ease,— 
Yet you say, 
“Y want the children to stop work and play!” 
Fie! 
You shall write, 
“Some must work, while others play ; 
GOD made the world that way.” 
A hundred times. 
See you obey! [She points to the blackboard and 
sweeps out of the room, turning to say:] 
Be good and you will be happy. [Ezit.] 
Acarua [Goes to blackboard and draws a pic- 
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ture; then she scrawls, reading aloud as she 
does so]. Dance and be merry while you 
may! 
Work’s all right part of the day; 
Then let every one play! 
Given by order of Agatha, Queen of Children’s 
land. 
[The song of the Battoon Man is heard 
outside; she goes to window. ] 
Battoon Man. Balloons! Balloons! Come 
buy balloons, 
Ye idle gossoons! 
They’ll carry you high to the farthest moons. 
Come buy balloons, balloons, balloons! 
Acatua [Beckons]. Hi-i-i! Balloon man! 
[He appears at window. | 
Please give me an orange balloon. [He does so.] 
How much? 
Battoon Man. Two pennies! 
Acatua [Hunting in her pocket, raises a dis- 
mayed face|. I haven’t any. 
I gave my last away 
To see the monkey dance and hear 
The organ-grinder play. 
I cannot pay. [She offers balloon back.]} 
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Battoon Man. You shall pay... . 
But not with gold nor silver neither, 
Little lady. 
You shall pay 
By listening to a story. 
AcatHa [Jumping onto window ledge}. 
Hurray! . 
Battoon Man [With elbows on sill]. Once 
upon a time 
Children were free and happy; all day they played 
In the sweet sunshine; then came a gloomy day 
When the wicked fairy stole them all away, 
Saying, ‘“‘Come, darlings, and I will show 
Where the gold flowers grow.” 
They followed her to her dark cave, where, 
With many a blow, 
She drove them all within, 
And said, “Spin! Spin!! Spin!!! 
Spin all this flax to gold! .. .” 
Acarna [Nodding]. Just like the fairy tales 
of old! 
How does it end? 
Bartoon Man [Slowly and gravely.| 'The end 
is yet to be. 
Still do the children spin—and spin—and spin— 
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Is it not time that a good fairy came 
To set the children free? 
Acarua [Jumping up delightedly]. That shall 
be me! [Then she looks at him doubtfully. | 
Is it a play? 
Bartoon Man. Yea,—acted day by day, 
Here in Bombassi. 
This balloon . . . shall carry you away 
To the dark fairy’s cave,—the factory; 
There you shall see 
The little children prisoned, how they work, 
Knotting the threads, making the silken flowers, 
Hour by hour, 
Day by day! 
Acatua [Looking up at her balloon]. Has it 
then magic power? 
Oh, let us go and set the children free, 
And take them away ... and away. ... 
Over the hills and away! 
Will you take me, Balloon Man? 
Batitoon Man [Holding out his arms]. Yea! 
[She jumps over the sill into his arms just 
as her GoveRNnEss enters. } 
Governess [Rushing to window]. Agatha! 
CURTAIN 
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ACT III 
Tue Friower Factory 


The setting is the same, but the neutral-tinted 
walls are plain and undecorated, The room is 
dimly lit, say, with a candle (electric) in con- 
trast to the brilliant sky seen through the 
window. Again, as in Act I, there is a long 
low table, but now it is heaped with the ma- 
terials for making paper flowers, tissue paper, 
wire, scissors, possibly branches set on stand- 
ards, to which several children may be fasten- 
ing paper roses. About the table are low stools 
or forms on which the Cu1tpreEN Wuo Worx 
sit. The Cuitpren work listlessly. 

A bell sounds. The Cuitpren instantly 
relax, some lying flat on ground, some resting 
their heads on the table. 


Barpara. My back aches. 
Perer. It hurts my eyes,—those tiny petals. 
Why do silly women wear false flowers? 
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If I had my way, 
No one should wear anything upon the head at all 
But a shawl! 
Rosy [Raising her head]. And reat roses! 
Tam [Practically]. If you had your way 
We would not get two pence a day 
For making paper flowers. 
Then you would starve. 
How would you like that,—eh? 
Barzsara. Id rather! 
Tam. Ho! 
You don’t know what you’re talking about! 
Barzsara. I know 
I want to go 
Out in the cool green fields 
And pick daisies, 
And splash in the streams... . 
Rosy. I do that . .. in dreams. 
Barpara. I want to go 
To the seashore, 
And wade in the ocean, 
And have the great green waves roll in 
And break over my head. . . . 
I’ve read 
Of children who do such things. 
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Prrer. They were the children of kings, 
Or of princes; we 
Are workers’ children of Bombassi. 
Barsara. The children of the counselors 
do so. 
Tam. But you are not a counselor’s child. 
Barzsara [Disconsolately]. I know. 
[AcaTHA appears at the window in the 
arms of the BALLoon Man. | 
AcatHa. Oo-oo-00! [All look up in astonish- 
ment. | 
What are you doing? Come on out and play! 
Dicxy. Who are you? 
AcatHa. I’m Agatha! 
Don’t you want to come out and play? 
It’s jolly outside! 
I’ve a skipping rope and ball. 
Come on and play! 
Dicky. We daren’t! We’ve got to finish 
All these roses 
To-day! 
Acatua [Jumping into room]. Let me 
see! 
How pretty! Show me how 
You make them! 
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Barpara. We cut the petals—so! [She illus- 
trates as she talks. | 
And then a wad of cotton for the bud, you know, 
And then we curl the petals round 
Like real roses... . 
Acarua [Her fingers itching to try]. Oh, 
teach me! 
Let me try! [She tries. ] 
Bah! 
I cannot cut a single petal! 
What’s the use of it all anyhow? 
Let’s go and gather roses, 
REAL roses, 
And make crowns, and play 
Dornréschen! 
Tam. We can’t go! 
We would catch it; they would take away 
Our two pence a day. ... 
Barsara [ Recklessly]. Who cares? 
I’m going anyhow! 
Rosy, Perer and Dicxy. And I! And I! 
And I! [They jump up eagerly. ] 
Tam [Still seated]. They'll catch you, you 
know, 
And lock you up. 
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[The bell, or whistle, sounds. | 
Dicxy. There’s the bell! 
Hurry! 
Some one will stop us... . 
Barsara [To Tam]. We won’t go 
Unless you go as well. 
Acatua [T’o Tam]. Oh, please come! [She 
offers him her balloon. | 
Here’s a balloon; see it go! 
You must follow it whether you will or no; 
It is full of magic power. 
Just feel its pull! 
Feel its power! [She lets balloon up again and 
again. | 
- CHILDREN [ Pleadingly holding out hands]. Oh, 
Tam, we want you so! 
Tam [Suddenly and recklessly throws work 
aside]. YVll go! 
Hurry, now, jump over the sill! 
Acatua [Dancing to window]. Come and 
follow me over the hill! 
Over the hill and far away! 
We'll play and we’ll dance and we’ll dance and 
play! 
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Cuitpren [Following her, cry]. Over the hills 
and far away, 
We'll play and we'll dance and we'll dance and 
play! 
[As they jump into the arms of the Bat- 
Loon Man, AcatHa’s GovEeRNEss and 
the Present, her father, rush into the 
room, crying simultaneously: | 
Governress. Agatha! Agatha! 
Present. My child! My child! 


CURTAIN 
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ACT IV 
Tue Oren Country 


For this scene the walls of the chamber must be 
removed, showing the blue of the back-drop. 
Have blue curtains also for the sides. At ir-. 
regular intervals may be hung strips of dark- 
colored canvas, illustrative of tree trunks 
branching to join one another. Blue and green 
lights thrown on the back-drop add to the illu- 
sion. (Anything to make this scene a thing of 
beauty and joy is to be desired, such as masses 
of flowers or green boughs, scenery tlustrative 
of hills and forests,—but the above will suffice 


for a pretty effect.) 


[Enter the dancing Cui1LpREN, led by 'Tam 
and Acatusa. Their cheeks are rosy 
and their eyes alight. | 

CurtpREeN [Shout as they enter]. Hurray for 
the country! Hurray! Hurray! 
Prerer. We’ll live here forever and a day! [He 
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turns a hand-spring, then joins Tam and Dicxy 
in a game of leap-frog. | 

Barsara. We'll never return to the city at all! 

Acatua, Let’s rescue the children! Let’s 
rescue them all! 

Barpara. But how? ; 

AcatHa [Her eyes shining]. Like Robin 
Hood! 

Dicxy. Who was he? 

AcatHa. He lived in a wood ’neath the green- 

wood tree; 

With a chosen band he lived secure, 
And he took from the rich, 
And he gave to the poor. 

Perer [Skeptically]. That is a fairy-tale, ’'m 
sure. 

Dicxy. Let’s play leap-frog! 

Rosy. Let’s play ball! 

Prerer. Let’s sail boats by the water-fall! 

Barpara. Let’s wade in the brook! 

Tam. Let’s slide on the hay! 

AcatHa, Or ride on the donkey’s back! 
You all shall say! 

Tam. Who'll follow the leader? 

Curitpren [All]. I will! I will! 
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Tam. Then. ... Up with your heels, and 
over the hill! 
Over the hills and far away! 
We'll play and we’ll dance, and we'll dance and 
play! 
Cuitpren [Imitating]. Over the hills and far 
away, 
We'll play and we'll dance, and we'll dance and 
play! [Ezeunt.] 

[The Battoon Man springs forward from 
the background whence he has watched 
the Cuttpren. He chants, dancing 
fantastically. | 

Battoon Man. Hurray for the children! 
Hurray! Hurray! 
Fashion the world in your own sweet way! 
Better ’twill be, I have not a doubt, 
Than the world the grown-ups have made to-day. 

[The cry of the Prm Man is heard. The 

Batitoon May beckons. | 
Piz Man [As he enters]. Cherry pie! Who’ll 
buy? 
Bartitoon Man. Hi! Brother Conspirator! 
Give me a pie! [Pre Man does so. | 
What luck with our plotting? 
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Piz Man [Lugubriously]. I go hither and 
thither through the town, 

And urge all men to vote the council down. 

What right have they 

To make our children labor? 

Battoon Man. The right of power! 
Pre Man. Humph! And our children work 

Hour by hour, 

And grow paler and sadder, 

Day by day. 

Batioon Man [Shaking his head]. All work 
and no play 

Makes Jack a dull boy. ... 

Piz Man. So they say! ... My friend, 

What shall be the end? 

Battoon Man. The end? A spark shall rise 

And fire their dull eyes. 

Piz Man. When? 

Batitoon Man. Soon! 

Piz Man. And until then? 
Batitoon Man. Until then ...? 

Some must work while others play ; 

MAN made the world that way, ohé! [He seizes 
the hand of the Pre Man and they revolve, 
chanting.] Man made the world that way! 
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[There is a sound of singing. The Bat- 
Loon Maw slightly withdraws as the 
CuitprREN Wuo Puay, all save Acatua, 
enter from the left, singing and dancing. 


Music—Hippity-Hop 
By Mary Pamela Crary 


“Hippity-hop to the barber’s shop 
To buy a stick of candy! 
One for you and one for me 
And one for sister Mandy! 
Hippity-hop! Hippity-hop! 
Hippity, hippity, hippity-hop! 
Hippity-hop! Hippity-hop! 
Hippity, hippity-hop!” 


They then may play any other dancing 
game desired. | 

Pr: Man [Cries his wares]. Cherry pie! 

Who'll buy? 
Plum jam! Who’ll cram? 
Cherry pie! Who’ll buy. 

Curipren Wuo Puay [Flocking to him]. I! 
I! I! I! [They buy pies and put them in the 
hamper which Brertranp carries. | 
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[The Pre Man goes out, still crying his 
wares. | 
Berrranp. Wouldn’t it be great 
To have a holiday like this 
EVERY DAY! 
And never have to go to school 
And study! 
Curarence. I wish I 
Were one of the working children! 
They get two pence a day, 
And never have to go to school! 
GweENnpoLyN and OrHEr CuitpreN. My! So 
do I! 
Guapys. Come on, let’s play! 
Brrrranp. No, no! Let’s have the picnic! 
GwenpoLyn. Now? 
Bertranp. Yes, right away! 
I’m hungry as a bear. 
It’s long past dinner time... . 
Guapys [ Points to left]. But over there 
I see a brook; and it is prettier 
For a picnic. . . 
GweENpoLyN. Come on, let’s play 
“As I was walking down the street,” 
And so dance over there, 
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Pair by pair! 
Brertrranp. All right! 
[The CuitpreNn form a circle with Brr- 
TRAND in middle, and sing, revolving as 
they go. 


Sone—Rig-a-Jig-jig 


(The Book of a Thousand Songs. 
Albert E. Wier.) 


“As I was walking down the street, 
Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh-ho! 
A little girl I chanced to meet, [Brr- 

TRAND chooses GWENDOLYN. | 
Heigh-ho, heigh-ho-o, heigh-ho! 


CuHorus 


[The Cuitpren skip, Brrrranp 
and GwrENDOLYN wmside, and 


crossing hands. | 


Rig-a-jig-jig and away we go, 
Away we go, away we go! 
Rig-a-jig-jig and away we go! 
Heigh-ho-heigh-ho-o, heigh-ho!” 
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Repeat with Bertranp and GweEnpo- 
LYN in circle; they choose Guapys and 
CuiarEeNceE and on the chorus all dance 
out to the left. As they disappear the 
Battoon Man once more dances out, 
and chants, to a kind of jumping-jack 
dance, the following. | 

Battoon Man. Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, heigh-ho, 

heigh-ho! 

Served and servant, there they go! 

Which is the greater? Well, I know: 

*Tis he that serveth. MHeigh-a-ho! [He tosses 
his balloons up, then gathering them swiftly 
to him, vanishes as the voices of the Cutt- 
DREN Wuo Wonk are heard. | 

[The CuitpreN Wuo Work reénter. 
They are quarreling. Rosy is weeping. | 
Barsara [Her arms about Rosy]. What is 
the matter, Rosy? 
Rosy [Lifting a tear-stained face]. He pushed 
me; Peter pushed me. 

He dirtied my frock. See! 

Barzara [To Peter]. Won’t you say 

You’re sorry? 

Perer [Roughly]. No, I won’t! 
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Rosy’s a cry-baby. 

Barpara [Hotly]. You're a tease! 

Rosy [Wails]. I’m going home! 

Barpara. Oh, Peter, please 
Be nice! 

Prerer. Let her go home, I say! 
What good are babies, anyway? [He tosses 

Acatua’s ball into air.] 

Who’ll play “Toss the Ball?” 

Aut [But Tam, disagreeably]. Not I! 

Tam [Looking at others]. Why is every one 
so cross? 

Aut [But Tam]. I’m not cross; ... but ’m 
hungry! 

Att [Looking at each other in amaze]. So 
am I! 

Perer. It’s long past lunch hour. 

Dicxy. This is not my 
Idea of @ picnic. 

Rosy [Lifting up her voice]. Wm going home! 

Barpara, Peter and Dicxy. And I! And I! 
And I! [They start.] 

Tam [Firmly]. Now look here, 
If we go home, 
We'll get a licking; 
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That is clear. 
So why not stay 
Here in the wood, 
And act the game 
Of Robin Hood! 
Acatua [In glee]. Oh, if you only would! 
Dicky. But where’s the grub to come from? 
Acatua [Points out to left]. Yonder see! 
Picnickers! Fat children! 
See them cram 
On cherry pie and damson jam! 
Peter [Hungrily]. Prunes and _ pickles! 
Frosted cakes! 
Enough to give ’em stomach aches! 
Dicxy. Gee! I’m hollow enough inside! 
Acatua. Let’s go make them all divide! 
Let’s be Robin Hoods for sure, 
And take from the rich and give to the poor! 
[She dances out. | 
CuILpREN [Rushing after]. Whoop-ee! Robin 
Hoods for sure! 
Take from the rich and give to the poor! 

[In a moment, the Cu1tpREN Wuo Work, 
still shouting the refrain, drive the 
Cuitpren Wuo Puay across the stage, 
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and out. Rosy picks up GwENDOLYN’s 
hair-ribbon; Prrer snatches at Brr- 
TRAND’s suspenders, and Tam clutches 
the hamper. The CuitpreEN Wuo 
Work reassemble on the stage squatting 
in a circle while Tam investigates the 
hamper. | 
Barpara [Peeping in]. Oh, oh! A cherry pie! 
[She lifts one out.] 
Rosy. Id like a taste! 
Orners. And I! And I! [She shares. ] 
Tam [Suddenly]. Listen! [He gets up and 
looks into distance. | 
The coppers are coming! Run, 
Every one! 
[All run out left save Rosy, who trips. 
Tam and Acarua run back to her. 
Enter the Pouiceman from right. | 
Pouiceman. Fe! Fie! Fo! Fum! [He grabs 
at Tam and Acatua. | 


I’ve got you, little rascals! 


Thieves ! 
Criminals! [He shakes Tam and regards 
AGATHA. | 


And you,—a well-dressed little girl too! 
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Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? 
Acatua [Engagingly]. But you see 

We aren’t real criminals. 

We were only playing Robin Hood. 
Poticeman. Tell that 

To the marines! 

Who’s Robin Hood? 

And who are you? 
Acatua. I’m Agatha! 
Pouiceman. Ho, ho! 

They’re hunting for you far and wide, 

Through the countryside. 

If you were my child, 

I'd lick you. 

Since you’re the President’s, 

T’ll leave him the job. 

[Enter AcaTHa’s GOVERNESS. | 
Governess [Wildly]. AGATHA! 
Poriceman [Greatly relieved]. Ma’am, does 

she belong to you? 
Will you take her to her pa? 
Acatna [ Planting her feet like a little donkey]. 
I will not go! 
Poricreman. Now be a little lady! 
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Acatua [Resisting her Governzss]. No! 
NO!! NO!!! ; 
Pll go along with Tam and Rosy; these 
Are my comrades! 
Poriceman. What? To the lock-up? 
Acatua [Pleadingly]. Oh, please, pLEass! 
I was the sinner; please let them go free! 
Pouiceman [Pursing his lips]. That’s for 
your pa-pa to decide, 

Not me! [He drags Tam and Rosy with him, the 
Governsss following with AcaTua. | 

[The Battoon Man darts forward; as he 
chants, he dances between the curtains, 
which close behind him, and out into the 
auditorium. | 

Battoon Man [Spreading out his hands]. 
Rich and poor! There they go! 

Bred in gladness, and bred in woe! 

All alike save for color you know. 

Each is filled with the spirit on high, 

And reflects the light of the infinite sky. [He 
throws up his bunch of balloons, then draws 
it in again. | 

Dancing bubbles ye are of clay. [He looses one 
balloon. | 
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Gone to-morrow, but here to-day! 
Dance and be merry while ye may! [He looses 
another balloon. | 

[The Orcan-cRrinvER advances, followed 
by the Pre Man, the Epucaror, the 
Porr and the Practica Man. ] 

Orcan-crinpER. What has happened? 
Battoon Man. Do ye not know? 

The last act is on. 

Tragedy or comedy? 

Who knows? 

The CHILDREN WHO HAVE NOT have taken 

From the cHILDREN WHO HAVE! 

Will they be dealt with 

As children to be taught? 

Or as criminals to be destroyed? 

The fate of Bombassi 

Is at stake. 

Circulate 

Among the citizens, 

And bid them 

Awake! 

[Thereupon the Battoon Man, Pre Man, 
OrGAN-GRINDER, Epucaror, Porr and 
Practica Man shall move among the 
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citizens (the audience) and ask them to 
rise and shout Aye! when the BaLtoon 
Maw shall call upon them to do so. (If 
they agree with him.) ] 
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Tur Councin CHAMBER 


In this act, the Preswent and first two Coun- 
SELORS may act as judges. 

The PottceEMan appears before the closed 
curtain. 
PouicemMan. Oyez, oyez, oyez! 
The honorable court of Bombassi 
Is in session. [He retires behind curtain. ] 
[The Battoon Man, Orcan-crinvEr, Pie 
Man, Epucator and Porr and Prac- 
TicaL Man draw near. Acatua darts 
in, looking eagerly around. | 
OrcaNn-GRINDER. How now, little lady? 
Acarua [Breathlessly]. Oh, pardon me, pray! 

I am running away. 

They put me in bed 

On water and bread, 

But I must find my comrades. . . 
Orcan-crinpeR. And who, Ma’am, are they? 
AcatHa. They put them in gaol, 
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And they try them to-day. 
They’ve none to befriend them, 
So I shall defend them. 

Oh, sir,—you look kindly! 
Advise me, I pray! 

OrGAN-GRINDER [Putting his finger alongside 
of his nose and trying to look wise]. Say 
nothing ... until... 

You have something to say! 
And until then,—hide quick, 
For they’re coming this way. [As he speaks, he 
whisks her into shadow of the curtains. } 
[The curtains part. The Poticeman ap- 
pears at back of stage conducting two 
columns of CHILDREN. The CHILDREN 
Wuo Work advance and range them- 
selves at left of stage. The CuitpREN 
Wuo Puay turn to the right. As they 
enter the Present and Two JupcEs 
file in, and take seats on three chairs set 
in middle of room. All courtesy. | 

Presipwent. Ahem! Let the accused stand 

forth! 

Poriceman [Pushes Tam forth]. This is the 

ring-leader. 
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Jupcrs [Shaking their heads]. Ve-ry sad 
That one so young 
Should be so bad! 
Presipent. Let the accusation be read. 
Poriceman [Reads from paper]. First, they 
are accused of theft of property, 
Which is very bad. 
Second, they are accused of running away from 
work, 
Which is impious. 
And lastly, they kidnapped your Honor’s only 
child, 
Agatha. ... 
First Jupcr [Severely]. Boy, 
Do you realize 
The MONSTROSITY of your crime? 
You ran away from duty, 
Leading astray others. 
Finally, crime leading to crime, 
You stole from innocent babes. . . . 
CrarEnce [Shrilly, pointing at Tam]. He 
stole my pie! 
Gwernpouyn [Pointing at Rosy]. She stole my 
hair-ribbon! 
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Guapys [Pointing at Dicxy]. He stole my 
cake! 
Bertranp [Pointing at Peter]. He stole my 
suspenders! 
Srconp Jupcr. Aha, villains! 
Do you admit your crimes? 
Poriceman. They’re wearing the goods, your 
Honor. 
I caught ’em red-handed. 
PresweNntT. Show me! 
Poxiceman [Jerks Rosy forth]. See! Hair- 
ribbon! 
[ Jerks Peter forth.| See! Suspenders! 
First Juper. I do not see any pie. 
Pouiceman [Grins]. The reason why 
Is plain. The pie is inside ’em. 
Yet you can spy a trace 
On every guilty face. [And you can.]| 
Srconp Jupcr. Why did you steal these 
things? 
Tam. We needed them. 
Juveres [Throwing up holy hands of horror]. 
Needed them? 
Of all outrageous excuses! 
To take a thing because you NEEDED it! 
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First Juper. Now if it had been handker- 
chiefs... . 
Look at your disgraceful little noses! 
Presipent [To Rosy]. Do you pretend 
You NEEDED this ribbon? 
Rosy [Sniffling]. Please,—it was so pretty. 
Preswent [TJ'o Dicxy]. And the pies? 
Dicxy. We—we were hungry. 
Present [To Perer]. And—and BER- 
TRAND’S SUSPENDERS? 
Perer [Simply]. I needed ’em to keep my 
trousers up. [Points to BeRTRAnp. | 
He has another pair. 
Jupcrs [All throw up hands of horror]. O 
tempora! O mores! 
PresipeNT. Such a crime deserves 
Unlooked-for punishment! 
Jupcres [Wagging their heads]. Unlooked-for 
unimagined punishment ! 
Present. You that have stole away 
To play, 
I sentence you to gaol... . 
Acatua [Darting forward]. Oh, daddy,—no! 
PresipENT [Thunders]. AGA-THA! 
[218] 


CHILDREN WHO WORK, CHILDREN WHO PLAY 


Acatua. It is not fair,—not fair! 
It was all my fault. 

Presipent. Your fault, eh?—that they kid- 
napped you? 

Acatua. No, sir, it was I 
Who ran away with them. 

Present. Oho! And did you steal the 
ribbon in her hair? [Nods to Rosy. | 

Acatua [Stoutly]. I did everything 
The others did. 

PresipENT. Then your punishment shall be 
To see your comrades suffer for your sins,— 
The innocent for the guilty. 

So it is ever. 

Acatua [Cries]. No! NO!! NO!!! 
It shall not be so! 

Sxconp Juper. But it IS! 

[Acarua cries. ] 

Tam. Don’t cry! 
It’s no worse to be shut up in gaol 
Than in a factory. 

Acatua [Lifting a tear-stained face]. But 

why, why, WHY 
Need it be either? 
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First Counsetor. My child, you do not 
understand. 
In the nature of things 
All cannot be kings. 
Srconp Covunsetor [Unctuously]. Some must 
work 
While others play: 
God made the world that way. 
Present. Little fool,— 
Where did you think your clothes grew? 
On the hedges? 
Where did you think your food came from? 
Your garden to play in? 
It is the work of these very children; 
They are working to make you rich. . . . 
Acatua [Simply]. I would rather have them 
play. 
PLAY? 
THEM 
HAVE 
rather 
would 
Jupcrs [Aghast]. You 
Acatua [Goes to her father beseechingly]. My 
father,—is it true? 
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Do these—[Nods to Curtpren Wuo Work. |— 
work 
That I may play 
All the golden year away? 
Do these sew the rose petals 
That I may be free 
To gather real roses? 
Presiwent [Uncomfortably]. You do not 
understand. 
Acatua. Is it true? 
Presipent. The world is made that way. 
So it must be! 
It gives you jam upon your bread, 
And cake with your tea. 
Acatua [Launching herself upon him]. Oh, 
daddy, daddy, 
I will be poor! 
I will eat BREAD AND MILK! 
If only you will set the children free! 
Presient. Bah! ‘Take her away! And 
you,—[7'o Cu1tpren Wuo Worx. | 
Listen to me: 
Law-breakers,— 
I sentence you to gaol for a year and a day! 
Acatua. No, no, NO! 
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Won’t some one speak for the children? 
Batitoon Man 
ORGAN-GRINDER 


Piz Man [Jumping onto stage]. I! 
Porr Eh 3! 
EpucaTor 


Practica Man 
PoutceMaN. Silence in the court-room! 
First and Sreconp Covunsetors. Put them 
out! Put them out! 
Battoon Man. Gentles, if you will not hear 
the cry 
Of the children, you shall hear the shout 
Of the people: “Set the children free!” [The 
others join in. ] 
Presiwent. J’ll not be brow-beat! What,— 
will ye deny 
These children have stole? Shall not the crime of 
theft 
Have punishment? 
Practican Man, Aye, punishment—maybe! 
But if for them, punishment too for you! 
Jupecrs. For us? 
Pracrican Man. For you—who live upon 
their industry! 
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For you who have stolen without scruple, without 
pity, 
The children who are the riches of our city! 
Battoon Man 
Orcan GRINDER 


Pre Man See them free! Set the chil- 
Port dren free! Set them free! 
Epvucator Set them free! 


Practica, Man 
Presipent [Confers with other two judges]. 
Well, maybe, 
This is a case for clemency. [Turns to CutL- 
DREN. | : 
You are excused from gaol; 
Return, little dears, 
Unto the factory! 
CuitpreN Wuo Worx [Shrinking]. No, no, 
no! 
Battoon Man [Darting forward]. Com- 
rades,— 
Do you wish your children to grow 
Stoop-shouldered and dull-eyed 
To provide 
Feasting for others? 
Members of the city council,— 
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Would you have your children fatten 
On the flesh of other children? 
You who would have it so, 
Cry, NO! 
But you who think with me 
That children should be free 
To grow 
In wisdom and in stature, 
And in favor 
With God and man,— 
That God intends it so, 
And that the state does owe it to them,— 
You who would have the children live,—not die, 
Cry, Aye! Cry, Aye! 
AupiENcE [Rising and shouting]. Aye! Aye! 
Aye! 
Battoon Man. You see? 
The people demand you set the children free 
Not alone from gaol, 
But from the factory. 
Pre Man 


OrGAN-GRINDER 
Hear! Hear! Down with 


Porr : 
the council! 


Epucatror 
Practica Man 
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Juvers [Huddling together]. Dear! Dear! 
This is revolution. [They then advance, 
spreading out their hands in surrender. | 

If it must be-— | 
We set the children free! 

Everyzsopy. Hurrah! Hurrah! 

Bartoon Man [Skipping around and giving 
each child a balloon]. Come and follow me 
over the hill! 

When ye are old, be children still! 
Remember the children like to play 
Over the hills and far away. 

Come and follow me, ye who will! 
Dance and be merry while ye may! 


OVER THE HILLS AND FAR AWAY. 


— PS + 3 —_ = : 
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On Bee ee $e ——, 


———— 

2, Fom with his pipe made such a noise 
"That he pleased both the gitls and boys, 
And they stopped to hear him play, 


* Over the hills and far away.” 
Over the hills, &c. 


[All sing. ] 
Tom, he was a piper’s son; 
He learned to play when he was young; 
But all the tunes that he could play 
Was “Over the hills and far away!” 
Over the hills and a long way off 
The wind shall blow thy topknot off. 
Old Nursery Rime. 
[To the same music the CuttpREN dance 
with their balloons, then off and away. | 


THE END 
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THE PEOPLE 


\s Fairies, among whom are Tue Raprant Farry, 
and Tue Oxpest Farry, who disguises herself as 
Dame YsosBet, or Mistress OF THE ROBES 

QueEEN Cross-PATCH 

HitpeGaRDE 

Bratrice 

YsouutT the QuEEN’s maids of honor 

GERTRUDE 

ERMENGARDE 

Doxt, the scullery wench 

RisamMBo 

Tue Huncupack 

CapTaIN OF THE GUARD OF THE QUEEN 

A Page 

Turee Peasants, rioters 


THE PLACE 


The QurEEN’s boudoir. 


THE PROPERTIES 


A brush. <A mirror. <A pot of rouge. A 
queenly robe. A crown. A scuttle of coals. 
A broom. Fairy wands. 
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PROLOGUE 


The three smallest Fatrtes dart before the cur- 
tain, holding hands. They courtesy low, then 
sing the song-motif of the play, the outer 
Farries emphasizing the song with the outer 


forefinger. 


LAVENDER’S BLUE. 


2 Call “py your men, — diddle! 3, Some to make a “eificy diddle # 
t them to work ms_to cut corn, 
Some tthe plo af «po diddle, diddle! gd you and I, didate, diddle t 


Keeg purselves war warm. 
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Oxtp Sone 
“Lavender’s blue, diddle, diddle! Lavender’s 
green! 
While I am king, diddle, diddle! You shall be 
queen!” 


[The Fatrtes courtesy again and then 
dart behind the curtain. | 


The curtains, parting, reveal the QuEEN’s dress- 
ing-room. There is a dressing-table in the 
center holding a brush, mirror and pot of 
rouge, a fire-place to the right and a screen to 
the left. 

It is just before sunrise. 

The First, Srconp, Tuirp, Fourtn and 
Firtx Farries are dancing in a circle, facing 
outwards. 

[Enter the Ouprsr Farry with finger on 
lip.] 
Oxupest Farry. Shh!—She sleeps !—The cross- 
patch queen! 
Orner Farrtes. Surely queen with such a 
temper [Shake forefinger. | 
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Never yet was seen! 
Take her, 
And shake her [Each shakes an imaginary 
queen. | 
Up and down the town! 
Let her keep her temper, [Shake forefinger. | 
Or lose—her—crown! 
Oxpest Farry. Hark! Do you hear? [She 
opens window. | 
Far—yet silver clear? [All listen.] 
Out of the sunrise 
Some one draweth near. 
[From far away comes the song of the 
Rapiant Fairy, growing stronger as 
the light brightens through the colors 


of sunrise. 


Sone or THE Rapiant Fairy 
music—Lavender’s Blue 


O’er snow-tipped mountains so high, 
o’er dell and ravine, 
O’er rosy hill-tops I fly to plead for 
the queen. | 
Farries [ With gestures of inquiry to one an- 
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other, repeat the song]. O’er snow-tipped 
mountains so high, o’er dell and ravine, 
Who can the wanderer be who pleads for the 
queen? 
[The Raviant Farry floats in the window 
on a burst of light. All bow low.] 
Farrtes. Oh, Radiant One, we bow. 
Welcome as sunrise, thou! 
Rapiant Fairy [Poised on window-sill]. Out 
of the sunrise I come; 
A ray of light was my steed. 
Oh, honorable fairies, 
For the queen I plead! 
First Farry [Hastily]. She is cruel. Though 
her subjects all dread her, 
They have not the pluck to behead her. 
Sreconp Farry. When she’s cross there is no 
one so bold 
Who dares to reprove her or scold. 
Turirp Farry. Her servants all cower 
From hour to hour. 
*Tis time that the fairies took hold. 
Fourtu Fairy. “Time,” say you? I’m sadly 
afraid 
Queen Cross-patch is past fairy aid. 
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Firth Farry. Though we prick her and pinch 
her, the more 
Her temper, it ever doth soar. [Raises hands on 
high. ] 
Raviant Farry [Pleadingly]. Prick deeper! 
You'll find 
That, though sour at the rind, 
Queen Cross-patch is sweet at the core. 
Oxpest Farry. Would you have us bow low, 
and adore? 
Rapiant Farry. Not so,—but be just, I 
implore. 
Finxst Farry. Oh, Radiant One, you see 
With clearer eye than we. 
Sreconp Farry. Tell us, what must we do 
To make the sweet shine through? 
Rapiant Famy. Seek out a charm 
To heal,—not harm. ... 
Turep Fairy [Spitefully]. Wd pinch her black 
and blue! 
Fovurtu Farry. Hark! Some one comes! [All 
listen. | 
Firru Farry. The wench to lay the fire! 
Rapiant Famy [Jumping down to window 
seat]. I have an idea! 
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Come! Let us conspire! 

Fairies [Looking wonderingly at her, sing]. 
Lavender’s blue, diddle, diddle. What does she 
mean? 

Rapiant Farry [Sings laughing answer]. Let’s 
change the scullery wench and the queen! 

‘[All laugh merrily.] 
Farrtes [Sing]. Lavender’s blue, diddle, diddle. 
Lavender’s green! 
Let’s change the scullery wench and the queen! 

_ [They dance out.] 

[The sound of a coal-scuttle is heard. 
Dott, the scullery wench, enters. She 
dumps the scuttle by fireplace, lays a 
fire and lights it, then squats on her 
heels watching the blaze. The Oxpxst 
Farry enters behind her, drawing on the 
cape of the MistREss oF THE Roses. | 

Dott [Dreamily]. O-o-oh, to be a princess! 
Never to work any more! [She sighs.] Sup- 
pose—suppose the fairies had changed us in our 
cradles—the queen and me? I am as be-au-ti-ful 
as she is. To wear a velvet frock and gown! 
[The Oxvest Farry waves wand. The First 
Farry slips in and throws a royal cape over Dou. 
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; ae 3 on “Doxn’s head. Both then ‘vani 
~OH-h-h! [Dou lifts crown off and surveys it. 
e, She feels the velvet cape. She rushes to dressing- — 
_ table, seizes mirror and gapes. Then she prances 
up and down drawing train of cape after her. 
Then she looks around in fright. Satisfied that 
no one is coming, she seizes rouge pot and rouges — 
liberally. As the QuEEN’s voice is heard, babe A 
hides behind the screen. ] 

[The QuEEN enters, scolding, followed by 

Mans. | 

QureN. Oh! Oh! MHussies! The King of 
Ardistan arrives this morn to court me, and I 
not dressed! Was ever a queen so_ served? 
[Seizes mirror and regards herself.| Rouge! 
Rouge! 

Hintpecarpve [Takes up pot which Dor has 
emptied; she shows it to the other Mains behind 
the QurENn’s back. They shake their heads to 
protest their innocence. She advances to 
QuEEN.] Oh, mistress, more rouge would be, oh, 


most highly unbecoming! 
QuxEEN [Coldly]. More rouge! And cease thy 
chatter! 
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Hitprcarpe [Showing pot]. Oh, mistress— 
the pot is—EMPTY! 

QueEen. EMPTY! [She seizes pot and hurls 
it from her.] Off with your head! [She claps 
her hands. | 

[Enter Carratn or Guarp. | 

Queen. Take her, and put her in the lowest 
dungeon, amid the little snakes and—and— 
SPIDERS! 

Hizpecarve [Falling on knees]. Oh, have 
mercy! 

Oruer Mawms [Falling on knees]. Mercy! 
Mercy! 

Quren. To use my rouge up on yourselves, 
you hussies! Oh, unpardonable! 

[CarraIn removes weeping Hi~pEcarpE. 
GrertruvE thrusts chair to middle of 
stage, facing audience. QUEEN, holding 
mirror, sits. Mains group behind her. 
ERMENGARDE brushes her hair.] 

Quren. Ermengarde, thou shuttle-head, do 
not pluck out my every single hair! 

Ermencarpe. I crave pardon. Thy hair is 
so long and fine. [Mars grin. ] 

QuEEN [Wheeling about in seat]. Beatrice, 
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for that mocking smile upon thy face, thou shalt 
be whipped. 

Brarrice [Her smile fading]. I—I was mock- 
ing Ermengarde. 

QurEN [Serenely]. Enough! Ye cannot fool 
me. 

[Pace runs in and bows low.] 

Pacr. Oh, royal one, the King of Ardistan! 
He enters the city gates! [Ezit.] 

QureEN [Threateningly|]. And I—not ready! 
Where is my robe? Mycrown? [She seizes brush 
and beats Exrmencarve.| Ah, begone, begone, all 
of ye, all of ye, and send to me my mistress of the 
robes! [Mains slink out.] Useless baggages! 
Idiots! Ill teach them... . 

[The Oxupest Farry, who has stood in 
rear, advances. | 

Oxpest Farry. Majesty, you called for me? 

Qurren. Ah, Dame Ysobel, robe me, robe me 

quickly! Those useless maids of mine, 
I’ll teach them to know their business, you. shall 
see, 

Oxprst Farry. And who shall teach the queen? 

QueEEN [Staring]. Teach me? What? 

Oxpest Famy [Sternly]. Teach you the 
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lesson you should have learned in your cradle,— 
to keep your temper, Madam. 

QurEENn [Drawing herself up haughtily|. I am 
above all teaching. I am the queen, Alicia 
Marjory. 

Oxtpest Farry [Taking a step nearer]. And 
over queens . . . the fairies have special charge. 

~QuzEEN. The fairies? Who are you? Off with 
your head! [Calls loudly.] Help! Help! 

SuHouts Oursir. Huzza! Huzza! Huzza for 
Ardistan! 

Oxpest Farry [Approaching QuEEN]. Thy 
guard salutes the king. It cannot save thee. 

QuEEN [Drawing herself up|. Insolent! 

Oxpesr Farry [Grasping QUEEN’s wrist]. 

Hear the fairy sentence! 
(Thou mayst not rebel.) 
To Alicia Marjory 
Bid a long farewell! [Turns and calls.] 
Ho, fairies, hither! 
Work the fairy spell! 
QuEEN [Pleading and frightened]. Art thou 
then a fairy, 
Oh, Dame Ysobel? 
[The Farrres circle the QuEEN to the 
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music of “Lavender’s Blue.” Oxpxrst 
Fairy forces QuEEN to seat in center. 
She stands behind waving wand. | 
First Farry [Twisting up QurEn’s hair]. In 
a tight and ugly knot 
Bind her golden hair! 
Farries [Repeat]. In a tight and ugly knot 
Bind her golden hair! 

Seconp and Tuirp Fairies [Pull off stock- 

ings|. Off with shoes and stockings! 
Let the colt go bare! 

Farries [Repeat]. Off with shoes and stock~ 
ings! 

Let the colt go bare! 

Fourty and Firtx Farriss [Pulling QuEEN’s 
gown from shoulders]. In a gown of rags 
and tags, 

Will she be so fair? 
Farrizs [Repeat]. In a gown of rags and tags, 
Will she be so fair? 
Fairies [Sing]. Little Queen Cross-patch, la, 
la, la! 
Dance, fairies, dance! 
Little Queen Cross-patch, la, la, la, 
Have now your chance! 
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Take with a tear, la, la, la, la! 
Take it with mirth! 
Now shall appear, la, la, la, la! 
What you are worth. [On last line they whirl her 
over to fireplace, and pointing wands or 
- fingers at her, vanish as she falls asleep.] 
Dot [Dances out, pokes feet in QuEEN’s slip- 
pers and prances up and down]. I'll be queen! 
Tl be queen! [Points dramatically.] Begone, 
thou slut! [Grins.] I always knew I was born 
to be a princess. [She courtesies.] Ah, king, 
how be ye? Feeling fine to-day? Glad to see ye 
at our royal court. [Strokes velvet lovingly, then 
calls.| Ho! Gertrude, Ysoult! Ermengarde! 
Where are ye, hussies? 
[Mars run in. | 
Grrtrupr. Ah, Madam, the king awaits you. 
Oh, he is big and brave and handsome, and he 
has the merriest little hunchback. 
Dori [Haughtily]. And is it ye dare come 
into my presence and not bow? 
[GrRrtTRuDE and others courtesy low.] 
Doin. Now get me jewels and—and send 
hence the kitchen wench! [Nods to QuEEn.] 
[Ysouur fetches necklace. | 
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GertrupE [Shaking Qurezn]. Up, wench, 
away! 

QuEEN [Waking, bewildered]. What is it? 
How dare you? 

GertTrupE. You’ve fallen asleep, making your 
fire. Begone! The queen biddeth. 

QueEN. The queen? I am the queen. 

Ysoutt and Orner Mams [Laughing]. The 
queen? Thou? 

Dot [Pointing imperiously]. Begone! 

QueEN [Her temper mounting]. Begone thou! 
Thou hare-brained idiot! ‘Thou—thou rapscal- 
lion! Thou—thou thief! Il beat thee, V’Il— 
Vu—Tll... [She slaps Dotu.] J am the queen. 

Oxpest Famy [Darting forth and seizing 
QuEEN’s wrist], QUEENS ARE LADIES. By 
your manners you prove yourself unworthy to be 
queen. 

QurEn [Stares at her, then shrinks. She 
fingers her ragged undergarment and remembers]. 
I—I see. [She goes to Dou and courtesies low.] 
If I might advise, more jewels, madam, and more 
powder, to cover your smutty cheeks before you 
meet the King of Ardistan. 

Dout. Get to your kitchen! 
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QurEN. Majesty, I obey! [Again she cour- 
tesies low, and stoops to lift scuttle. ] 

Dout [Clutching GertrupE]. Now show me 
quick how to bow before the King of Ardistan. 

[GertrupE stares, then sweeps a low 
courtesy. The QuEEN watches smiling. 
Dou imitates awkwardly, stumbles and 
is caught by Gerrrupr. At that mo- 
ment cries sound without. ] 

Cries WirHovut. Cross-patch queen! Cross- 
patch queen! Down with the suitor of the 
cross-patch queen! 

[Pace runs in. ] 

Pacer [Announces]. The Lord of Ardistan! 

[Risamso enters followed by Huncu- 
BACK. | 

Dori [Advancing]. Eh, your highness, wel- 
come, welcome, how-do-you-do? 

Risamso [Bowing]. Madam, forgive our 
rudely hasty entrance. But your people mobbed 
us as we passed. See, they have spoiled my 
best suit of velvet. [Shows splash of mud on 
garment. | 

Doty. The impertinents! [To Pacr.] Go, 
bid my guards chastise them! 
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Huncusack [Amused]. Better not! They 
are cold and hungry,—your people. 
Give them instead bread from your castle kitchen! 

Dorit. When I want your advice I’ll ask for 
it. [To Pacr.] You heard what I said. Go 
bid my guards hang any who insult me. [Pacr 
goes. Dox turns to Risamzo.| Tell me, lord, 
are all men in your land of Ardistan as fine and 
tall as you are? 

Huncusacx [Looking up quickly]. No, 
Madam, some are hunchbacks. 

Dori [Turning from him to Risamso with a 
shudder]. Eh, I wonder you can bear to have 
him near. 

Risamzo. He, like myself, Madam, comes 
a-wooing. 

Dour. Ha, ha, ha! A-wooing HERE? Why, 
no maid of mine would even so much as look at his 
crooked hunchbacked shoulders. 

QurEn [Advancing and speaking distinctly]. 
Madam,—there’s no disgrace in crooked shoul- 
ders, but to make sport of them is unbecoming a 
queen. 

Dott [Enraged]. My girl, Vl have ye 
whipped for this. 
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Huncnsacx [With a protective gesture]. No, 
no! 
Dou. Ho, ho! 
And why not, sir? What business is it of yours? 
Huncusack. She spoke for me. 
And shall I not defend her? 
Douu. I see, I see. 
And maybe it is she 
Whom you come a-wooing? 
Manws [Laughing]. The scullery wench? 
Houncupack [quietly]. Maybe! 
Dot. Good riddance to both of you if it is so! 
Take her, Sir Knight of the Crooked Shoulders, 
and—go! 
Strike up the music! Come, my Lord the King, 
TV’ll show you my palace, my city,—every- 
thing. ... 
[ Music. ] 
Risampo [ Hesitating]. But is it—safe? 
Dori. Safe? 
Risamzo. Yes. Your people, I mean, 
They might assault us. 
Majesty, just lean 
Out of the window and hear them! [They open 
window and lean out.] 
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SHouts Brtow. Down with the cross-patch 
queen! 
Down with the cross-patch queen! 
[Pace runs in. | 

Pacr. The people are breaking into “the 
palace! 

Dott. Oh! What shall I do? Save me! 
Where shall I go? [Runs to and fro distractedly 
and then out, followed by all save QuEEN and 
HIuNcHBACK. | 

Huncuszack [Looking after her, laughs]. Ho, 
ho, ho, ho! 

Queen. What makes you merry, sir? 

Huncusack. Why, your cross-patch queen. 
Truly she is well named for her vixenish ways. 

QuEEN. Don’t call her so. I am as bad as 
she is. 

Huncupackx. Thou? Thou art as fair as she 
is foul. 

Queen [Demurely]. What? I? The scullery 
wench? 

Huncupacx. Were I king I’d make thee 
queen. 

QurEN. *Twere more to the purpose, sir, if 
you would offer to make my fire. 
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~Huncupack. I'll try. [He starts to pour on 
coal. | 

QuEEN [Laughing]. Not that way! Why, I 
know better than that. First the paper! Then 
the kindling wood, and last the coal! 

Huncusacx [Following her directions]. So? 

Queen. It is clear that your duty as servant 
to the prince does not include the laying of fires. 

Huncupack. No! I ama teller of tales. 

QureEeNn. Tell one to me! 

Huncusack. Hast ever heard the tale of King 
Cophetua and the beggar lass? 

QurEN. No! 

Huncuspacx. “Once on a time there lived a 
mighty king who fell in love with a poor beggar 
maid and he made her his queen.” 

QUEEN. Go on! 

Huncuspacx. That’s all. 

QurEN [Scornfully]. And thou... a teller 
of tales! And dost not add that they lived happy 
forever and a day! 

Huncusacx. Ah, that! That is a fairy tale. 

Queen. I like fairy tales. 

Huncupack. But in real life... 

Queen [Interrupts]. Tm afraid 
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ese ts eee Se ts i es el gia eet 
The prince would wed the princess as of old, 
And let his hunchback wed the beggar maid. 

Huncusack [Straightening indignantly]. Do 
you mock my stooping shoulders? 

Queen [Straightens likewise]. Do you mock 

my smutty mien? [Then her voice softens. | 
To me you are kinglier than the king. 

Huncusacx. You are queenlier than the 
queen. [He bows low over her hand, then 
straightens suddenly, and seizing the broom from 
her hand throws it aside.| No longer shall you 
serve this cross-patch princess. 

[Pace runs in shouting. | 

Pacr. MHalloa, Hunchback! Hurry! The 
king awaits you. He leaves at once for Ardistan. 

Houncusack. Impossible! 

Pacer. It’s true. [With a giggle.| He’s 
creeping down the back stairs. You’re to 
follow . . . instanter. 

Houncusacx. But why? Why? 

Pace. Haven’t you heard the noise? The 
people are risen against the cross-patch 
queen,—butcher and baker and _ candlestick- 
maker! They’re going to cut her head off,—a 
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good riddance, I say! And your king,—he’s 
afraid they’ll cut his off too. 

Huncupack [To Queen]. Fear not! I will 
return! [He hastens out, followed by Pacr.] 

QurEN [Clasping her hands together]. Oh, I 
fear nothing,—nothing but that he discover J am 
the cross-patch queen. The queen, she is cruel; 
he has said it. . . . Oh, kind fairies, oh, never let 
me be the queen again! 

[Dou enters weeping. | 

Dour. Oh, I am sick of being queen. [Sees 
QurEN.]| Oh, save me! Save me! Oh, give me 
back my scuttle and my broom! [She rushes for 
broom, but the QUEEN seizes it stubbornly. | 

QuEEN. I will not! 

Doxx. But they will cut my head off. 

QurEN. You have chosen to play the queen. 

[Enter three Rioters, peasants, armed 
with clubs. ] 

Peasants [Cry as they enter]. The queen! 
The queen! Where is the queen? 

First Peasant [Points to Dotx]. Seize her 
and bear her to the deepest darkest dungeon! 

Sxconp Peasant [Cheerfully]. The one with 
the mice? [He seizes Dout. ] 
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sessed 


Doxt. Oh! Oh! 

First Peasant. Don’t let her cry! I’m a soft- 
hearted wretch. 

Doxt. Oh! Will you cut my head off? 

[Enter Huncupacx, driving Risamzo be- 
fore him with sword. | 

Huncupack. Where is the queen? [He sees 
Dot, and speaks to man who holds her.| Come, 
my man,—you cannot mean her injury. .. . 

Sreconp Peasant [Stolidly]. That’s as the 
people will. 

Dourt [Crumpling up at the feet of the 
QuEFNn]. Sa-ve me! 

QueEN [Puts her hand on Dout’s head, and ad- 
dresses peasants]. Let her go! JI am the queen. 

Fimst Peasant. What? You? Smutty-face! 

Quren [To Huncuzack]. You said the queen 
was cruel and vain and heartless. . . . And so I 
was—but not afraid to bear my own deed’s 
burden. [She bends over Dotu.] Don’t cry, my 
dear! See, I will be the queen again for the last 
time. 

Huncupacx. The queen. Are you the queen? 

Queen [With a faint smile]. The “cross- 
patch” queen! [She turns to Risamno and cour- 
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testes low.| Lord King of Ardistan, pray you 
forgive! It was all a fairy jest. [Turns to 
Huncusacxk.] And to you, sir, farewell! 

First Peasant. Come, we waste time! Take 
both the hussies and gag ’em! 
[The Peasants start to obey. The 
Houncupack steps between them and the 
QUEEN. | 
Huncusack. My men,—hearken to me: I 
stand between the queen and you. Maybe you 
will say a hunchback is a mean defense,—but only 
over my dead body will you touch the queen. 
Risamzo [Starting toward him]. Oh, master, 
master, come away. ... 
[ Simultaneously. ] 
First Peasant. Remove him! 
Queren [To Huncupack]. Who are you? 
[Points to RisampBo.] Who is yonder man? 
Huncupack. I am the Lord of Ardistan. 
[Sensation. All gape.]} 
First Peasant. It’s a put-up job. 
Huncusack Lorp or Arpistan [Placing hand 
on Prasant’s shoulder]. Hearken, my man, I'll 
give you one minute to make up your mind, and 
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five minutes to clear the streets and quiet the 
people. 

First Peasant. “Quiet ’em?” How? We'll 
have no queens in Indoland—nor kings neither— 
except in jail. 

Lorp or Arpistan. Go tell the people that I 

mean 
MYSELF to jail your “cross-patch” queen. 

First Peasant. Ho, ho! So that’s it! Well, 
Tll give you five minutes for courtship. [Grins 
and wheels on QurEN.|] And I'll give you one 
minute to say “Yes.” Hurry now! [He wheels 
and goes. | 

Lorp or Arpistan [To Queen]. Beggar 

maid,—in Ardistan, 
As yet,—the skies are all serene. [Kneels.] 
And yet I come a beggar-man. 
While I am king, will you be queen? 
QurEN [Giving him her hand]. Never beggar- 
maid was seen 
Who could refuse to be a queen. 

Dott [Jumping to her feet and flourishing 
broom]. And I shall mend the fires and dust and 
clean! 
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Maips [Dance in and about the QuEEN and 
Kine, singing]. Lavender’s blue, diddle, 
diddle. Lavender’s green! 

While he is king, diddle, diddle, she shall be queen! 

Fairies [Dance in and about Kine and QuEEN, 
singing.]| Lavender’s blue, diddle, diddle. 
Lavender’s red! 

This is the end and the princess is wed. 
Att [Circling about]. Lavender’s blue, diddle, 
diddle. Lavender’s gray! 
They shall be happy forever alway! 
[As they wind out.] 
Lavender’s blue, diddle, diddle. Lavender’s green! 
While I am king, diddle, diddle, you shall be 
queen! 
[The two remaining Peasants advance. ] 

Tuirp Peasant. Shall we let ’em go? 

Sxconp Peasant. Yes! It’s the easiest way 

nowadays to get rid of ’em. 


THE END 
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A 


THE PEOPLE 


His Saranic Masesty 

Six Imps, the chief of whom becomes a PaGeE. 
Simon THE SOLDIER 

Taras THE MercHANT + brothers 

Ivan THE Foor 

Tue Duns Lass, their sister 

Wire to Simon 

Wire to Taras 

Tue Kine’s Daucuter 

First Courtier 
Srconp CourTIER 
Dancine Girts 

Six Srraw Sorprmrs 
Srraw OFrricer 


these also take the parts of 
the Prorie 


THE PLACE 


Scene I. The home of Ivan. 

Interlude. 

Scene II. The palace. 

The aisles of the auditorium represent the roads 
of the country. The great stove, used in both 
scenes, may be built of a huge packing box or a 
“screen. It should have some kind of an opening 
or door, from which the Imps may issue. It may 
be painted black or decorated. Red bulbs should 
be placed inside. Smoke may be obtained as 
follows. (It is not necessary, but effective.) 

Fill one bottle with ammonia, and another 
bottle with muriatic acid. Blow through a tube 
connected with tubes inserted in each bottle. The 
resulting fumes will look like real smoke, and may 
be fanned in any direction. This is entirely harm- 
less; but do not inhale while blowing. 


THE PROPERTIES 


Fagots.. Table cover, Samovar and glass. 
Wash basin and towel. Frying pan. Sausages. 
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Straw. Leaves and three baskets. Swords. 
Flag (?). Drum. Trumpet for Pace. Broom 
for Dumps Lass, also a tray of food for her to 
offer the Souprers. Gold pieces. A sack marked 
“Gop” for Taras. Sword for Smon. 


COSTUMES 


For Russian costumes, see “What Man Lives 
By!” For Imes, red union suits, close-fitting, 
sleeveless red blouses. Black braid tails! For 
Imp who becomes a Pacr, a white coat and cap 
with a feather! For His Satanic Maszsry, cos- 
tume resembling that of Ines; in addition, a 
tight-fitting black cap with horns and huge flap- 
ping ears attached, which may be hidden when he 
dons his top hat; also a long black opera cloak. 
For Straw Soxpriers, white short pants, red full 
blouses, belted with black patent leather or mauve 
belts. High bearskin hats made of fur or rough 
black cloth, and ornamented with a bit of mauve 
cloth. High rubber boots, out of which sticks 
the straw of which they are supposed to be made. 
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SCENE I 
Tue Home or Ivan 


At the right a trap-door, if possible, from which 
the Sotpiers may emerge: at the right, also, a 
bed with a straw mattress. At the left is a 
great Russian stove. In the center is a table, 
covered. Fagots lie beside the stove. Materials 
for setting the table are set forth upon a shelf, 
or lesser table, or may be brought in. Strings 
of onions, sausages, etc., add to the effect. A 
basin of water and a towel rest on a stool, right 
front. 

As the curtain rises, the door to the stove 
opens, and the little Imps jump out and pro- 
ceed to make mischief, laughing merrily. 


First Imp [Gleefully seizing an edge of the 
table-cloth and dragging it and its (unbreakable) 
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contents to floor]. That’ll make her lose her 
temper! 

Srconp Imp [Throwing fagots about]. That'll 
make him swear! 

Turrp Imp [Ripping straw from bed]. That'll 
make him mad! 

Aux [Laughing heartily]. He, he, he! 

[The Cuter Imp enters. | 

Curer Imp. Attention! [All turn and salute. ] 
Report to me, you young limbs of Satan! Have 
you done as his Satanic Majesty bade you? 
Have you made those three brothers quarrel? 

First Imp. We tried. 

Curer Imp. Hell is paved with good inten- 
tions. Have you succeeded? [The Imps hang 
their heads.| Why, you poor nincompoops,— 
this was the chance of your young lives. Here 
are three brothers, Simon and Taras and Ivan. 
Their father has just died and left them his prop- 
erty to quarrel over. They should have scratched 
each other’s eyes out. . . . Why haven’t they? 

First Imp. It’s not our fault; we did just 
everything. 

Sxeconp Imp. We made Simon and Taras so 
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greedy that they snatched at all the gold and 
silver, and left Ivan with only the old farm and 
the dumb sister to feed and clothe... . 

Tuirp Imp. And all that foolish Ivan said was, 
“All right! Let my brothers take what they 
want !” 

FourtH Imp. Ivan’s a fool; that’s what he is. 

Curer Imp. He must be. Now listen, we must 
set our wits to work to make these brothers 
quarrel. If we fail, his Majesty threatens to 
pack us all off to Paradise. 

Imes [In horror]. Oh! Oh! 

Curer Imp. Now,—where is the imp who was 
to enter Simon, the eldest brother? 

Firsr Imp. Here! [Steps forward.| My 
man’s Simon the Soldier. He hates to work, so I 
made him a soldier, and sent him to fight the King 
of India. 

Curr Imp [Approvingly]. Good! 

First Imp. ‘Then, just before the battle, I 
damped all his powder for him so his guns could 
not go off. Of course he was terribly licked, and 
he’s fleeing here as fast as his legs can carry him. 
He’ll be in a pretty temper. 
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Imps [Clapping]. Hurray! Hurray! 

Cuter Imp. Now where is the imp who was to 
enter Taras? 

Szconp Imp. Here! [Steps forward.] My 
friends, I have done my work superbly. I entered 
into Taras, and made him greedy and lazy. I 
made him borrow gold and silver and spend it on 
his pleasure. Of course he never dreamed of pay- 
ing it back, so finally they put him in jail, but I 
helped him to escape and he is running home to 
hide... . He is not in a pleasant temper, I 
assure you. 

Cuter Imp. Good! Good! Now where is the 
imp who was to enter Ivan, the youngest brother? 
[Pause while you count twenty.] I say,—where 
is Ivan’s imp? 

[The Imps hunt, and finally drag the 
Tuirp Imp out of hiding.] 
First Imp. Here he is, master! 
Cuier Imp. What’s the matter with him? 
[Tuirp Imp wipes his eyes. ] 

Seconp Imp. Master, I’m afraid he’s—he’s— 
discouraged. 

Oruer Imps [Horrified]. Oh! Oh! 

Cuter Imp [Severely]. Take your fists out of 
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your eyes! Is that the way for an imp to behave? 
Now answer me: What’s the matter? 

Tuirp Imp. I give up the job. 

Orner Imes. Oh! Oh! 

Turrp Imp [Savagely]. He’s hopeless, Ivan is. 

Oruer Imps. No! No! 

Tuirp Imp [Turning on them]. Well, one of 
you tackle him then! 

CureFr Imp. What’s wrong with Ivan? © 

Txirp Imp [Impressively]|. He LIKES ro 
WORK! 

[Orner Imps promptly faint, then grad- 
ually revive. | 

Tuirp Imp. He likes it, I tell you! First, I 
made him sick, but he went on working just the 
same; then I broke his plow, but he went and got 
another. ... How can you ruin a man who 
works like that, morning, noon and night? 

[ Pause. | 

Curer Imp. Your story is impossible. No man 
really LIKES to work. 

Oruer Imps. Certainly not! 

Cuter Imp. You,—Ivan’s imp,—get into Ivan 
right away, or . . . I’ll skin you alive! 
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Tuirp Imp [Pathetically holding out his 
hands|. Help me, fellows! 

Oruer Imps. We'll help you. 

Fourtu Imre. I know! I have an idea. I will 
show Ivan how easy it is to make other men work 
for you. That will make him idle and good-for- 
nothing. 

Firrtu Imp. And I will show him how to make 
gold,—lots of glittering gold without any work at 
all. That will make him greedy and selfish. 

Curer Imp. Bless you, my children! His 
Majesty will certainly be pleased with you. Try 
once again, and if you fail . . . remember your 
doom! 

[The Imps conceal themselves, one under 
table, one by stove, etc. Enter Ivan 
carrying a load of fagots, which he 
throws beside stove. | 

Ivan [Calls]. Ho, lass! Is supper ready? 
I’m hungry as an ox. [He washes. The Dums 
Lass enters and sets table. Imp under table pulls 
off cloth. She rights it. She puts food on table. 
Imp steals it, Fourtru Imp places fagot by Ivan. 
Ivan rises and stumbles over it. He seizes the 
Imp by the ear.] Eh? What’s this? What a 
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nasty thing! Why, you little devil, you! 
[Shakes him. ] 

Fourtu Imp [Squealing]. Ech! Ech! Don’t 
hurt me, Master Ivan, and I'll do anything you 
tell me to. 

Ivan. What can you do? 

Fourtu Imp. I can make soldiers out of any- 
thing you like. 

Ivan. Soldiers? What use are soldiers? 

Fourtn Imp. They’re beautiful to look at, 
and they’ll obey you like slaves. 

Ivan. Can they sing? 

Fourtu Imp. Yes,—if you want them to. 

Ivan. All right! Make me some then! 

Fovurru Imp. I can’t make ’em out of nothing, 
Master Ivan. Give me some grain! 

Ivan [Scratching his head]. I can’t waste my 
good grain. Won’t straw do? 

Fourrnu Imp. Anything! Anything! 

Ivan [Rips straw from bed and throws on trap 
door, or against side door]. There! Now show 
me! 

Fourtn Imre [Waving arms fantastically]. 
Oski wow-wow mumble pop! 

From the straw let soldiers hop! 
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Let each blade of straw become 
A soldier marching with a drum! 

[As he speaks the Straw Soupviers pop up 
from floor. They march around pret- 
tily, beating drum and saluting Ivan as 
they pass him.] 

Ivan [Laughing heartily]. How clever! This 
is fine! How pleased the girls will be! 

Fourtxu Impr. Now let me go, Master Ivan! 

Ivan. All right! Go! And God be with you. 

[FourrH Imp, with a grimace, dis- 

appears. | 
Ivan [To Soxtprers]. Sing something! 
Soxpiers [Sing]. We are the soldiers; soldiers 
are we. 
Marching together, right lustily. 
And while we are a-fighting, merry we'll be. 
Show us the enemy! 


Fight! 
Shoot! 
Stab! 
We are the soldiers . . . etc. [Or any other sol- 
dier song. | 


Ivan. Now, march! [They march to back of 
stage and out. | 
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Wire. | 

Srmmon THE Souprer. Hello, Brother Ivan! 

Ivan [Turning and advancing]. Good day, 
Brother Simon! 

Smion. This is my wife! [Ivan bows clumsily. 
The Lavy bows chillily.| I have had the devil’s 
own luck. Look you, I have just been defeated 
by the King of India. All is lost. We have come 
to stay with you. Feed us for a while! 

Ivan. All right! You may stay! Welcome, 
sister-in-law! [He offers her a chair at table. | 

Wire or Simon. I cannot sup with such a 
dirty person, Simon. 

Srmwon [TJ'o Ivan]. My lady says you don’t 
smell nice. 

Ivan. All right! Ill go do some chores. [To 
Dumps Lass.] Sister, set extra places for our 
guests! [She nods. He turns to go.| 

Smon. Stay! Whose soldiers were those I 
saw just now? 

Ivan. Mine! 

Smwon. Yours? [Ivan nods.] Why,—where 
did you get them? 

Ivan. What does it matter to you? 
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Simon. What does it matter? Why, with sol- 
diers one can do anything. One can win a 
kingdom. 

Ivan. Really? Why didn’t you say so before? 
I'll make you as many as you like,—only, you 
must take them away, for they’d eat up the whole 
village in a day. 

Simon [Vastly delighted]. I promise! I 
promise! 

Ivan [Turns to straw, but at a sign from the 
Dumps Lass says]. She says, “Do it outside! 
It’s messy here.” [He and Stmon lug straw 
outside. | 

[Smmon’s Wire sits. An Imp upsets glass 
of tea which Dums Lass has drawn for 
her. She springs up and points haught- 
ily. The Dumps Lass mops it up. 
Ivan’s voice is heard outside repeating 
magic formula: Oski wow-wow. | 

Smuon [Reéntering]. That willdo! That will 
do! Thank you, Ivan! 

Ivan [Reéntering]. All right! If you want 
more soldiers, come back, and I’ll make them. 
There’s plenty of straw this season. 

Simon. Attention, soldiers! Forward, march! 
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[The Srraw Soxprers enter and march down 
main aisle, colors flying, drum beating, followed 
by Simon and his Wire. | 
Ivan. Well, sister, how about supper? [The 
Dump Lass takes frying pan, places sausage upon 
it and goes to stove. An Imp steals sausage when 
she is not looking. She places another on pan. 
An Imp pulls her apron strings. She turns and 
catches him and brings him to Ivan.] What? 
You nasty thing! You here again? 
Firru Imp. No, no, master! I’m another one. 
Mercy! Mercy! Mercy! 
Ivan. Mercy? Why should I show you 
_ mercy? You thief, you! [Raises hand as if 
to strike. | 
Firtu Imp. Mercy! Don’t strike. I will do 
anything you tell me. 
Ivan. What can you do? 
Firrx Imp. I can make money for you, gold,— 
as much as you like. 
Ivan. All right! Make some! 
Firrn Imp. Get some oak leaves and rub ’em, 
and gold will fall out on the floor. 
[Ivan goes out and returns immediately 
with a basket of oak leaves, concealed 
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in which is a yellow electric light bulb— 
attached to circuit. | 
Firru Imp [Makes passes over them]. Harder 
to get; harder to hold! 

Oak leaves turn to glittering gold! 

Sizzle-sazzle, sizzle, sazzle, now behold! [Turn on 
light of yellow bulb. He plunges his hands 
among leaves and produces handfuls of gold. 

Ivan. That stuff will do fine to play with, and 
to make chains for the girls’ necks. 
Firta Imp. Now, leggo! Leggo! 
Ivan. All right, go! And God go with you! 
[Firtx Imp, with a grimace, disappears. 
Enter Taras and his Wirz, down main 
aisle, their eyes greedily fixed on the 
gold. | 
Taras. Hello, Ivan, I’ve come back to make 
you a little visit, me and my wife. 
Ivan. You are welcome, Brother Taras! 
Welcome, sister-in-law! 
Taras. I am—er—at present in money diffi- 
culties, and I want you to keep us for a while. 
Ivan. All right! You sit right down to the 
table. 
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Wirz [To Taras]. I cannot possibly stay 
with such a clown. 

Ivan. All right! Tl sleep outside, sister-in- 
law. 

Taras. Wait a bit! It seems you have pros- 
pered, Ivan. Where did all this gold come from? 
If only I had some of it, I could build up my 
fortune again. 

Ivan. Really? You should have told me 
sooner. I'll make you as much as you like. 

Taras. Give me three basketsful—to begin 
with. 

Ivan. Come outside, then! She—[With a nod 
toward Dumps Lass. |—don’t like a mess, 

[They go out. As before Ivan is heard 
repeating the magic formula, “Harder 
to get, harder to hold!” etc. As before, 
an Imp performs some mischief, for 
which the Wire or Taras, in panto- 
mime, accuses the Dumx Lass. ] 

Taras [Reéntering]. That will do for the 
present! Thank you, Ivan! Thank you! [He 
carries one basket. | 

Ivan [Reéntering, staggering under two 
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baskets]. If you want any more, come back 
for it! 

Wire or Taras [With a charming courtesy]. 
Thank you, brother-in-law! 

Ivan. Where do you want it carried? Tl 
help you. [He follows them down the main aisle 
and out. | 

[The Dums Lass sweeps away mess, 
and passes out back. His Satanic 
Masrsty, who has been peeking, ad- 
vances. | 

Saranic Magsesty. M-m-m-m... a charm- 
ing situation! [Suddenly he stamps; the Imps 
rush out and prostrate themselves before him. ] 

Imps. Have mercy! Mercy, your Majesty! 
Mercy! 

Saranic Masrsty. Mercy? For whom do 
you take me? Bah! ... Cabbages! Worms! 
CHERUBS! You’re only fit to paint goody- 
goody mottoes. You,—[To Srconp Imp.]—I 
command you, write 1,000,000 mottoes of “GOD 
BLESS OUR HOME!” You,—[To another 
Imp.]—write another 1,000,000 of “LET 
BROTHERLY LOVE CONTINUE!” 

Imrs. Oh! Oh! Qh! 
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Saranic Masxrsry. Here are Simon and Taras 
and Ivan stickily sweet to one another. No back- 
biting! No jealousy! No sweet cracks-on-the- 
head! 

First Imp. Your Majesty, all would have gone 
merrily if it had not been for Ivan,—but he’s a 
fool. 

Satanic Maszsty. Will you be beat by a fool? 
Off to Paradise with you! [He raises his hand 
and the Imps, all save the Cuter Imp, form the 
lock-step and shuffle off back. If they can appear 
to be ascending stairs, so much the better.| Bah! 
I shall have to try myself! 

CuieFr Imp [Advancing]. Majesty,—let me 
try my hand on Ivan. He has been trod on, 
abused and scorned; naturally he has remained 
the salt of the earth. Now let me try the other 
thing! 

Saranic Masrsry. What is your plan? 

Cuirer Imp. I shall give him a king’s daughter 
for a wife. He will feed fat, and lie soft and live 
at his ease, and . . . they will quarrel ever after. 

Saranic Masesry. Excellent! ... Bring me 
my disguise! I will assist you. 

[The Imv dives into trap-door, or stove, 
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and reappears with top hat and long 
cape. He assists the Devin to tuck in 
his tail, and himself dons white coat and 
cap of a Pace. As the curtain falls, 
His Satanic Maszsty steps forth and 
addresses audience. | 


INTERLUDE 


Saranic Magzesty. Ahem! Can any one tell 
me where King Simon is to be found? 

Smion [Advancing from the back of the audi- 
torium at head of his Sotpirers]. I am Simon the 
King. 

Satanic Masssty. Ah! I hear that you are 
a great warrior, and I desire to serve you. 

Srmon. How can you serve me? 

Satanic Masxesty. You have a very fine army, 
but I can show you how to get a better one. 

Smon. Show me then! 

Satanic Masrsry. First, you must recruit all 
young men in your kingdom; second, we must dis- 
mantle all old ships and guns and get new ones. 
T will show you where to get rifles that will fire 
one hundred balls a minute; they will fly out like 
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peas. Then you can, at last, beat your enemy, 
the King of India. 

Sruon. I see you are a good man, but... I 
need gold to do all this. 

Satanic Magrsry. I will attend to that. 

Stmon. Do so, and I will make you a general. 

Satanic Masxesty. Immediately! I will just 
go and borrow it of your brother Taras. 

Smron. He won’t lend. I’ve tried... . 

Saranic Masesty. Did you promise him 100 
per cent. interest? 

Smon. But I couldn’t pay 100 per cent. 
interest. 

Satanic Magesty. Pay? Who spoke of pay- 
ing? Promise it anyhow! See you later! 

[Simon and his Soxtprers pass to back. ] 

Saranic Masrsty [Looking around]. Gentle- 
men, can any one tell me where King Taras is to 
be found? 

Taras [Advancing from the side, carrying an 
enormous sack labeled “Gold”]. I am King 
Taras. Who wants me? 

Saranic Masrsty. Ah, your Majesty, I have 
heard that you are the wealthiest man in the 
world. I too have a name for money-getting, and 
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I have come to show you how to increase your 
wealth. 

Taras [Eagerly]. How? How?...I am 
not really wealthy, not at all! I cannot get con- 
trol of the oil fields in the Antarctic, or the 
Mussel Shoals, or the . . . I want more, more, 
more—and hearken! I’m afraid some one will rob 
me of it. 

Satanic Magessty. It is easy to get gold, very 
easy. Your brother Simon now needs gold to pay 
his army. You lend him some, and charge him 
high interest; then, when he has beat the King of 
India, you’ll both be rich. 

Taras. But suppose Simon shouldn’t pay me 
back? 

Satanic Masesty [Greatly shocked]. Your 
own brother? 

Taras. Aye, but suppose he should be beat? 

Satanic Masesty. Keep on lending, dear! 
Keep on lending, lending, lending! [Under the 
soothing cadence of his voice, Taras follows him, 
carrying his sack of gold, to join Stwon at the 
rear. | 

Curr Ime [As Pace, advances between cur- 
tains, and blows a blast on a trumpet]. Ho! My 
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master wants a bride! Can any one tell me where 
I can find a king’s daughter who wants a husband? 

Cries [From all over audience]. I! I! I! 

Pace. One at a time, mesdames! Which 
is the Princess-who-felt-the-pea-under-fifteen-mat- 
tresses? 

Kine’s Daveuter [Advancing]. That was I! 
[She is followed by Courtiers and Dancine 
Girts. | 

Pace. What can you do? Can you cook? 
Can you brew? Can you bake a cake, scrub a 
floor, make a bed? 

Kine’s Davucuter [Promptly]. Certainly not! 
I can do nothing. Why should I? There are 
always plenty of people to work for me. Why 
should J do anything? 

Pace [With a chuckle]. Why, indeed? I see 
that you will make a proper wife for my master. 

Kive’s Davcurrr. And who is your master? 

Pace. He is called Ivan the fool—osopher. 
He can raise soldiers by the word of his mouth, 
and create gold by the flick of his finger. 

Kivxe’s Davucutrer. Where is he? Why does 
he not come to fetch me? 
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Pace [With alow bow, drawing aside curtain]. 
He awaits your Majesty. 

Kine’s Davcuter. Come, lords and ladies all! 
[ She, followed by Courtiers and Dancine GiRLs, 
passes through curtains. | 

[Pace, facing audience, indulges in a 
hearty laugh, then follows. From the 
back of the auditorium are heard shouts 
of Extry! Exrry! All about the ter- 
rible fight! Exrry! Exrry! Enter 
Smmon, Taras and His Satanic Mags- 
EsTY quarreling. ] 

Smon [To Taras]. It’s all your fault! 

Taras. My fault? Who furnished the gold to 
wage this war may I ask? Who purchased the 
ammunition? Who... 

Smron. Who did the fighting and dying? My 
brave str-raw soldiers! [He is overcome by emo- 
tion and weeps. | 

Taras. Pay what you owe me! Pay! Pay! 
Pay! 

Simon. You plague me to pay, do you? The 
devil take you! Take that! And that! And 
that! [Hits Taras. They wrestle.] 

Saranic Magrsry. Ha, ha, ha! 
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Suton [Turning on him]. Eh? You laugh, 
do you? You traitor, you! You put me up to 
it! My soldiers are fleeing like leaves in the 
WIKI: os 

Taras [Mournfully]. My gold is melting like 
snow in summer... . 

Simon. I believe you’re in the pay of the King 
of India. Why didn’t you put me up to a few 
tricks like poison gas, eh? 

Saranic Maszestry. You make me tired. Don’t 
cry over spilt milk! Soldiers come cheap, and as 
for gold,—go ask Brother Ivan! 

Simon and Taras [Staring]. Why didn’t we 
think of that before? 

Saranic Masesry. Because you hadn’t the 
brains. 

Simon. He promised me all the soldiers I 
wanted. 

Taras. He promised me gold ad infinitum. 

Stmon. Come, Taras, let us return to the dear 
old farm! 

Satanic Magesty. No, no! Have you not 
heard? Ivan has wedded the king’s daughter. 
Seek him no longer in the farmyard, but on the 
throne! 
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[ Simultaneously. | 
Smon. Ivana king? How amusing! 
Taras. What a joke! 
Saranic Magesty. Look yonder! 


SCENE II 


There are sounds of cheering from behind the cur- 
tain. The curtain parts, revealing Ivan and 
the Krne’s DaucuTer seated on thrones, raised 
on dais, with crowns on their heads. Royal 
curtains sweep behind them. The stove is to 
their left. The Courttiers stand about, and the 
Dancrine Girus are posed to dance. The Pace 
stands at one side; Dump Lass at other side. 


Kine’s Davcuter [Bending toward Ivan, ad- 
dresses him courteously|. Dear Lord, is it your 
pleasure that the dancers dance to celebrate our 
wedding? 

Ivan. If you like! 

[The Dancers dance. Ivan yawns. ] 

Kine’s Daucurrr. Dear lord, perhaps you 
are hungry? Let the wedding feast be served! 

Ivan. No, no, woman, I’m not hungry! I 
haven’t done a lick of work since breakfast. 

[Courtiers exchange glances of amuse- 
ment. | 
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Kine’s Davcutrer. Then let the wedding re- 
ception begin! 

[Stmon advances and speaks to Pace. | 

Pacr [Announces]. King Simon of Outlandia! 

Smon [Saluting Ivan]. Brother Ivan, your 
good fortune in wedding this charming lady de- 
lights my brotherly heart. [He bows to her.] It 
gives me hope that you will grant me a favor, for, 
in truth, I come a-begging. 

Ivan. I supposed so. 

Srmon [A bit out of countenance]. Er—er— 
again I have been unfortunate. I raised soldiers; 
I built guns and ships, and declared war against - 
the King of India, but... [He pauses to 
weep. | 

Ivan. Well? 

Sruon. My br-rave str-raw soldiers,—he slew 
them foully. He did not fight 4 la mode. He used 
poison gas, and birds that flew through the air 
and dropped fire... 

Taras [Interpolates]. And submarines! 

Smion. And germs! 

Taras. And black magic! 

Smon. So I have come to you to beg you to 
make me some more brave straw soldiers. 
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Ivan. Well, I won’t! 

Srumon. You won’t? 

Ivan. No, I won’t! 

Smron. But you promised. ... 

Ivan. I know I promised, but I’ll not make 
you any more. 

Smion. Why not, fool? 

Ivan. Because your soldiers killed a man. I 
heard of it. I met his wife and children cry- 
ing. . . . I’ll not make you any more soldiers. 

Smion [Gapes, then gasps]. You're a fool! 

Ivan. All right! 

Sron. J’ll fight you and make you obey me! 

Ivan. Try it! 

Stmon. I declare war upon you! 

Ivan. All right! 

Smon [Turns and cries to audience]. To me, 
friends, soldiers, patriots! [He rushes down main 
aisle and out. | 

[Taras advances to Pace. | 

Pace [Announces]. King Taras of Grabitalia! 

Taras [Saluting]. My dear brother,—I hope 
you will treat me more generously than you have 
treated our brother Simon. 

Ivan. What do you want, brother? 
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Taras [Winningly]. Only a few trifling gold 
pieces! You see, I lent all mine, and, er, in order 
to get it back again, I must lend some more. 

Ivan. That’s queer! 

Taras. It sounds queer, but it’s the way of the 
world. 

Ivan. Well, anyway, I won’t make you any 
more gold. 

Taras. But you prom— 

Ivan [Worried]. I know I promised, but Pll 
not make you any more! 

Taras. Why not? 

Ivan. Because your gold took away the cow 
from Michael’s daughter. 

Taras. Eh? My gold took away the cow.... 

Ivan. Yes! She had a cow; her children used 
to have all the milk they wanted. Yesterday they 
came here begging. ‘“‘Where’s your cow?” I asked. 
They answered, “The steward of King Taras gave 
mother three gold pieces and took the cow away.” 
So—I’ll not make you any more gold! 

Taras [Dazed]. But—but—that’s what gold 
is for . . . to get things! 

Ivan. Is it? 
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Taras. You—a king!!! You ought to be put 
in a mad-house! 

Ivan. Ought I? 

Taras [In a rage]. Yes,—and we'll do it, 
Simon and I! I’ve a few gold pieces left, and he 
has a few straw soldiers, and we’ll come here to- 
gether and r-r-rip the crown off your head, and— 
and—and—buy up all the cows we want! 

Ivan. Try it! 

Taras. Bah! [He turns in a blind rage and 
rushes after Stmon. | 

First Covrtier. But, your Majesty, we must 
have gold, you know, to pay salaries. 

Ivan. Don’t pay them! : 

Srconp Covurtier. But—but—then nobody 
will serve your Majesty. 

Ivan. All right! They’ll have more time for 
work. Let ’em cart manure! 

Covrtiers. But—but... 

[Ivan yawns, rises and goes out. All 
stare after him. | 

Kine’s Daucuter [To Pacer]. Go, see where 
his Majesty has gone! [Ezit Pace. ] 

First Courtier. What did he mean? Where’s 
my salary to come from, I’d like to know? Tl 
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not light the golden candlesticks every evening 
for naught! 
Sreconp Courrier. Does he expect me to hold 
the king’s basin and ewer for pleasure? 
Kine’s Daveuter [Wringing her hands]. Oh, 
dear! What can my husband be doing? 
[Pace reénters. | 
Pacer. Lady, the king is sweeping out the 
stable, but he says he will attend you directly. 
[The Krine’s Davcuter faints. The 
Dance Giris support and attempt to 
revive her. Enter Ivan. He has shed 
his crown and robe and is carrying a 
broom. | 
Kine’s Daventer [Tremulously]. Ivan, my 
lord, what is this? They tell me you were work- 
ing. This is unseemly. You are a king now and 
need never work again, 
Ivan. Why should a king live off of other 
people? 
Kine’s Davcuter. Why shouldn’t he, .. . if 
he can? 
Ivan. If I do not work I shall become a fool. 
Kine’s Daventrr. People say that you are 
one already. 
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Ivan. All right! 

Kine’s Davcutrer [Weeping into her lace 
handkerchief |. Why do you sh-sh-hame me? 

Ivan [Patting her hand]. Come, come, come! 
It’s dull for me,—this business of being a king. 
Besides it will make me fat. [She continues to 
weep. | 

Pacx [Runs out into auditorium and grabs his 
Satanic Masesty]. Come quick, master! Come 
quick! I have failed completely. 

Satanic Masesty. Lead the way! 

Pacre [Bowing before Ivan, announces]. A 
Doctor of Diplomacy! 

Satanic Masesry [Bowing easily]. Your 
Majesty, I have heard great reports of your 
wisdom, and I am come to assist you to rule your 
kingdom. 

Ivan [Restively]. I don’t intend to rule. 
Every man must rule himself. 

Satanic Maszxsry. Ha, ha, ha! 

Kine’s Davcuter [Rising]. Listen to this 
gentleman, Ivan dear, I beg of you. [She goes, 
followed by Covurtiers and Dancine Girxs. 
These mingle with the audience and take the parts 
of the Prorte. | 
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Ivan. All right! 

Satanic Masxstry. It does not become a king 
to be without an army, especially now that his 
brothers have declared war against him. Let me 
form one for you,—purely defensive, you under- 
stand, purely defensive! 

Ivan. All right,—if you like! And teach ’em 
to sing songs! 

Satanic Masesty. Songs? 

Ivan. Yes, and they mustn’t kill anybody! 

Saranic Masrsty. Oh, that won’t be neces- 
sary at all. All one needs nowadays is a big 
enough army to make an impression, scare the 
other fellow, you know! Then you'll never have 
to fight. Preparedness is all that’s necessary. 
Just let me show you. 

Ivan. How will you go about it? 

Saranic Masssty [Confidentially]. First, you 
beat-a-drum and cry, “Come along, heroes! Glory 
waits you!” and all the patriots will come; then 
you tell-awful-tales-of-what-the-enemy-have-done, 
and the simple and believing will follow; lastly 
you threaten. Just watch! [He advances to 
audience.]| UHearken, you all, if you join the 
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army, each shall have a red cap and a quart of 
spirits, and be a hero... . 
[Prorte laugh. | 

Satanic Masxsty [Frowning]. Do you not 
know the kings Simon and Taras are sweeping 
down upon you with fire and sword? Do you 
not know they are murdering defenseless women 
and children? 

First Covurtrer [From audience]. It’s the 
first we’ve heard of it. 

Srconp Courter [From audience]. It’s a 
newspaper story! 

Saranic Masxrsty [Aside to Ivan]. Your 
fools won’t enlist of their own free will; we shall 
have to force them. 

Ivan. You can try! 

Satanic Magsxsry. Hearken, you people, you 
are conscripted, do you hear? Now, if you refuse 
to join the army, the king will shoot you. 

First Courtier. Is this true, your Majesty? 

Ivan. How can I, alone, put all of you to 
death? If I were not a fool, I would explain it 
to you; as it is I do not understand it myself. 

Courtiers and Oruers. Then we will not 


serve! 
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Ivan. All right! Don’t! 

Saranic Magzsty. Oh, you cowards! How 
you will suffer when the enemy invades your land! 
When you see your smoking homes! When you 
feel their swords in your entrails! 

Ivan. Would it be any better if we killed back 
again? It is better to be killed than to kill. 

Satanic Masessty [Drawing back with a shud- 
der]. Don’t talk that way! Don’t talk that 
way! It reminds me of some one I’d rather for- 
get,—one of the few men who ever got the better 
of me. 

Ivan. Who was that? 

Saranic Maszsty. Don’t let’s talk of him! 
[Turns to people]. Haven’t you people ordinary 
common sense? Do you want to be killed? 

Srraw Soxuprers [From back of auditorium]. 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 

Saranic Masxesty. There they come now! Up 
and defend your sacred fatherland! 

[The Srraw Soxprers, led by Orricer, 
rush down main aisle, shouting. | 

First Sorprer. Down with King Ivan! Down 
with the fool! 

[290] 


IVAN THE FOOL 


Srconp Soxprer. Give us your gold! Give us 
your silver! 

Turrp Soxprer. We're going to wipe up the 
earth with you! 

[They seize the people nearest to them and 
threaten them with their swords. | 

Fourtx Soxprer. Hey, get up and fight, you 
asses ! 

Firru Soxtpier. Haven’t you got any guts? 

SrxtH Soxtprer. Where’s your spirit? 

Soxtprers Ary. Get up and defend yourselves! 
We'll teach you to take our cattle and burn our 
churches! We’ll pay you for killing our children! 

Ivan [And Preortre]. But we didn’t kill your 
children or burn your cathedrals! 

Souprers. Tell that to the marines! 

Ivan [And Prorte]. Who said we did? 

Soxprers. Our papers and our politicians! 

Ivan [And Pzortr]. They lied! That’s what 
we were told you did to us, 

Soxtprers. Never! WE fight for the glory of 
God. 

Ivan. And we refuse to fight—for God’s 


glory! 
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Orricer [To Sotprers]. Go, burn their hay- 
ricks and standing crops! Take all their cattle, 
but especially their cows! 

Ivan. Sirs, take what you want! If you are 
hungry, take our food, our cattle, our crops; only 
do not destroy them! Poor fellows, if you have a 
hard time in your own country, why not stay with 
us. [To Dumps Lass.] Go, get them some 
refreshment. 

[The Dums Lass goes out.] 

Orricer. You’re not going to fool us that 
way. Up and defend yourselves. 

Ivan [And Prorie]. NO! 

Soutpiers. This is against all precedent. 
[They confer aside. | 

[The Dums Lass enters with food which 
she passes to them. Enter Srwon and 
Taras down main aisle. | 

Smon. Officer, what is amiss? 

Orricrer [Saluting]. Nobody knows. It’s a 
queer state of things. The enemy won’t fight. 

Smon and Taras. What? 

Orricrr. And your soldiers say they cannot 
fight when there is nobody to fight with. 

Taras. Loggerheads! 
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Orricer. They say there is nothing to be 
gained by fighting anyway. 

Smon. Alas! The straw tells. 

Taras. The idiots! What of honor? What 
of glory? 

Orricrer. They say honor and glory are 
empty names, and they wish to return to their 
wives and their little ones. 

First Soxprer [ Advances, salutes, and speaks 
bluntly]. We cannot fight here. War is all 
right, but this is like cutting pea soup. We will 
not make war here any more! 

Srmion. What? Mutiny? 

Seconp Soupirer [Saluting]. We're going 
home. Fighting’s not like what it used to be. 

Tuirp Sorpier [Saluting]. When folk treat 
you decently, you can’t hate ’em properly. 

Simon. But I am your king, and I command 
you to hate them. 

FourtH Soxprer. We’re tired of kings. 
We’re going to go home to make a democracy. 

Firru Soxprer. <A real democracy, . . . like 
they have here. 

Taras. You fools,—but this is a kingdom. 

Sixru Soxprer. It may be called a kingdom, 
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but the king works like everybody else, an’ ’M 
going home to plant my crops. 

Soxtprers Att. So am I! 

Orricer. Attention. Right about face! For- 
ward, march! 

Sotprers [Wheeling]. Hurrah! Home! 
[They march down main aisle, drum beating, flag 
flying. | 

Simon [Biting his lips]. This is most humil- 
iating. You have conquered, Ivan. 

Taras. Our kingdoms are lost. Forgive and 
forget, Ivan! 

Smron. Will you let us live with you in your 
palace, Ivan? 

Ivan. And welcome! But you must obey the 
law of the kingdom. 

Taras. What’s that? 

Ivan. You must work for your living. 

[ Simultaneously. } 
Suwon. What? Us? 

—. Us? Work? 

Ivan. That’s the law of the kingdom. Every 
one must earn his living with the work of his 
hands, 

Saranic Maysrsry [Advances]. A very stupid 
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law, if you will permit me to say so. It is far 
more difficult to work with the head than with the 
hands. Sometimes one’s head quite splits. 

Ivan. Why torture yourself then? 

Satanic Masesty. Because it is far more 
profitable—head-work ! 

Ivan. Do show us! [T'o Peortz.] Ho, this 
learned stranger will teach us how to work with 
our heads, so when our hands get cramped we can 
earn our bread with the labor of our heads. 

Prortr. Hurrah! Hurrah! Shh! Listen! 

Saranic Magszesty [Mounts Ivan’s throne]. 
Ahem, ladies and gentlemen, it is a great mistake 
to suppose that it is necessary to work with one’s 
hands. Quite the contrary! Consider the lilies 
of the field, how they grow! They toil not, 
neither do they spin. ... [He pauses impres- 
sively. | 

First Courrier [Cries]. “Even the devil can 
quote scripture!” 

Seconp Covurtier [Cries]. When are you 
going to show us how to work with our heads? 

Prorte. Begin! Begin! 

Satanic Magzrsty. Ladies and gentlemen, I 
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am showing you. It is a great mistake to suppose 
that it is necessary to... 

First Courtier. You said that before! 

Satanic Maszsty. Suppose I did! I'll say it 
fifty times if I like! It is a great mistake to 
suppose... [He talks just as fast as he can 
talk, saying anything that comes into his head, 
for about a minute; then he stops for breath, and 
claps his hand to his head. | 

Srconp Courtier. He’s beginning! He’s be- 
ginning to work with his head! 

Saranic Masesty. My friends,—I fear I am 
a little faint. Here I have stood teaching you a 
long time now. Bring me, I pray you, a little 
food, a sip of wine, a morsel of bread to revive me! 

First Courtier and Prorre [Shout]. Make 
it with your head! Make it with your head! 

Ivan. My good sir, don’t your head work 
make you bread? 

Satanic Masrsty. No, no! The object of my 
head work is to make OTHERS work ro MAKE 
ME BREAD! 

Pace [Cries]. You’ve done it now, master! 
Save yourself! [He dives into stove.] 

Ivan. Ha! I know who you are now! You’re 
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the devil! Come down out of there! Come down! 
[He rushes at Devi. ] 

Prorte [Yell]. Come down! Come down! 
[They rush forward. ] 

[Satanic Maszsry, eluding Ivan, leaves 
his cloak in his grasp, and flings himself 
into stove after Imre. A great puff of 
smoke issues and the light flares up in 
stove. | 

Ivan. Whew! What a whopper! He must 
have been the father of all the devils! Good rid- 
dance! Now we shall get on famously. [He 
turns to brothers.| Brothers, what work do you 
prefer? 

Srmon [Faintly]. Must every one work, Ivan? 

Ivan. Oh, if you don’t want to work, nobody 
will make you... . 

Smon and Taras [Beam]. Ah! 

Ivan. But if you want toeat... 

Simon and Taras [Their smile paling]. Eh? 

Ivan [7'o0 Dumsz Lass]. Sister, please look at 
their hands! 

[Dums Lass examines their hands, then 
pushes them away in disgust. | 

Smon. What does this mean? 
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oat ve with labor, she serves them first, but those rith 
- soft white hands have got to wait and eat of - he 
scraps left over. tn hee | 
Taras [Starting back]. Id rather starve! — 
What d’ye call this, eh? The Dark Ages? bu 
Smon [Sneeringly]. No doubt he calls it 
“The world of to-morrow!” . ia 
Ivan. Brothers, “To live straightforwardly vf ie 
your own labor is to be at peace with the world.” 


Taras. Bah! You’re all wrong! 

Simon. We are forced to accept your hospi- | 
tality, Ivan, but yow’re ALL WRONG! 

Ivan [Serenely]. All RIGHT! 

[The Ktxe’s Daucurer enters, dressed in 
peasant garb. | 

Kive’s Daueuter. Ivan dear... . 

Ivan [Surveying her]. Eh? What’s this? 
Why, it’s the queen! My dear, you look dressed 
as if you meant to work? 

Krne’s Davecuter [Demurely]. Shall I go 
against my husband? ‘Where the needle goes, 
the thread follows after!” 
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Ivan. All right,—if you’re doing your own 
thinking! Every one in my kingdom has to do 
his own thinking. I can’t think for any one else, 
for I’m only Ivan the Fool! 

Kine’s Davucutrer. Ivan dear, I have been 


thinking. ... 

Ivan. Well? 

Kine’s Davcuter. I’ve been thinking... 
maybe ... you’re not such a fool—after all! 


Ivan. All right ! 


THE END 
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THE PEOPLE 


Trat1an Woman, 

Iratran Man 

GERMAN WomMAN 

NELLA 

G1ovANNI 

Hans 

First American Boy 
Srconp American Boy 
Tuirp AmErRiIcAN Boy 
Francis or Assist 

Joun Huss or BoHEeMIA 
Martin Lutuer or GERMANY 
LaFayetre oF FRANCE 
Kosciusko or PoLanp 
Epmunp Burke or ENGLAND 
Toxstor or Russia 

A Jrw 

Tue Propres oF THE WorRLD 
GrorGe WaAsHINGTON 


THE PLACE 


A small tenement room, with a back-drop which 
opens, when conjured, revealing a purple night 
sky, against which swings the Liberty Bell. 


THE PROPERTIES 


Materials for making wigs, cap, white cotton, 
etc. School books, for the children. A great Lib- 
erty Bell with ropes. (It is probable that such 
_ will have to be of painted cardboard, and that the 
sound of the bell will have to be produced off- 
stage.) A candle. 

It is suggested, that in order to make this play 
of value, the children be asked to look up and 
write a short thesis, some on one famous char- 
acter, some on another,—and that these be read 
or recited by the children before the play begins ; 
or they might be printed on the program. 
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“Happy, thrice happy shall they be pro- 
nounced, . . . who have assisted in protecting the 
rights of human nature, and establishing an asylum — 
for the poor and oppressed of all nations and 


religions.” 
Grorcr WASHINGTON. 


The scene is a little bare tenement room. The 
back wall is a gray curtain, which may be ar- 
ranged so as to draw aside. In it, at the far 
right, is cut a window, through which daylight 
enters. This rapidly fades to night. 

An old man is seated near the window doing 
nothing. Two women, an Italian woman and 
her German neighbor, are sitting by a table at 
the other side of the room. They chat as they 
work. A candle is burning beside them. 


German Woman [Lifts her head and listens]. 
They are late,—the kinder! 

Irar1an Woman [Lifting a small cap which she 
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is covering with cotton to resemble a George 
Washington wig]. Si, si! They make gala at 
the scuola. To-morrow is ze féte-day,—how you 
speaka? Ze birt’day of America’s great man! 
And my leetle boy, he saya to me, he saya, “Ze 


boys of ze scuola, zey are to be ze boys of seventy- 
_ six, ringing ze greata Liberty Bell.” He saya, _ 
“T’d lika to be George Washington! Madre © 
Mia,—you mus’ maka for me ze vig.” 
German Woman. Ach,—alle die boys, dey vill 
be George Vashington! My Hans auch... . 
Oxp Man. There they come,—the bambini! 
Iratran Woman. Stt! [She half rises, look- 
ing anxiously at door.]| 
[Netxa and Giovanni run in, followed by 
Hans, who, seeing his mother, pauses by 
the door. Giovanni throws his books 
sullenly in the corner. Newxa flings 
herself into her mother’s arms, weep- 
ing. | 
Newtia. Oh, Madre Mia! Madre Mia! 
Irauian Woman [Caressing her]. La, la, 
carissima, che cosa é? 
Netua. Oh, Madre Mia,—ze gala—at ze 
scuola ... [Weeps afresh.] 
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Iratian Woman. Bellissima,—do not veep! 

Neuta. Zey mocka us,—ze children of ze 
scuola! Zey call us “Sheeny”! 

Giovanni. Zey didn’t calla you “Sheeny,”— 
baby! Zey call Benjamin “Sheeny,” ’cause he’s a 
eGWis "os 

Neiua [Looking up with reviving interest in 
life]. Ebbene,—what dida zey calla me? 

Giovanni. Zey calla you “Dago,” and Gogow- 
ski “Polack.” 

Neuza. Vhat is it to be “Dago”? 

Hans. It is . .. that you’re not good enough 
for America! [He sticks his hands in his 
_ pockets in lordly indifference, and saunters to 
the window. | 

German Woman. Was ist denn mit dir, mein 
engel? Was ist los? 

Hans. When I’m grown I’m going back to 
Deutschland. 

Giovanni. Zey vere to have ze greata living 
pictures—to-morrow—at ze scuola. [The women 
nod.| Ze boys of seventy-six pulling ze greata 
Liberty Bell. George Vashington, he taka ze beeg 
part. When I say I try, zey mocka me saying 
“Dago! Dago!” 
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Newia. Madre mia, vy are ve Dago, and nota 
Americano—lika ze ozzers? 

Giovanni [Savagely]. Who found America 
I'd lika to know? 

Hans. And they will have none of us, nor of 
any one not born here in America. 

Iratian Woman. But vy? Vy? 

Hans. They say it’s their country. [He turns 
again to stare out of window.| I wouldn’t ring 
their old bell now if they asked me to. . . . It’s 
cracked anyhow. 

Giovanni. I vill no more go to ze scuola vere 
zey calla us vicked bad names. 

Netua [Sobbing again as she flings herself on 
her mother’s bosom]. Oh, Madre mia, am I 
nota goodanuff to be Americana? 

Oxtp Man. Come here, bellissima! [Nertza 
goes and he takes her in his arms. | 

German Woman. Du arme kleine! [She folds 
the costume she is making, and rises, turning to 
the Iratran Woman.| I and thou, ve vill go 
nach der schule; ve vill speak mit die kinder. . . . 

Hans. No, no, mutter! Go not! They would 
not hear thee. 
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Oxrp Man. Then we must send our great ones. 

Hans. Eh? 

Orv Man. They will heed them—our great 
ones. Let your mothers go if they will, but come 
ye, bambini, and hearken! If we send them our 
great ones, they will listen. 

Hans. What is your meaning, sir? 

Irarian Woman [Nodding toward Orv Man]. 
He is a scholar,—the grandfather! Hark to 
him! [She and the German Woman draw on 
shawls and leave the room with a parting glance 
of pity. She quenches the candle as she goes, 
leaving the room in darkness, save for the evening 
light which comes in through window. | 

Oxtp Man. Sit yedown! [Hans and Giovanni 
sit on the floor before him, NEtxa in his arms]. 
See,—I draw a circle, a magic circle of the past. 
[ He, indicating the back wall, draws an imagi- 
nary circle with a sweep of his hand.| Into it 
shall step the great ones of all lands. They 
shall come giving,—not getting, bearing their 
gifts; . . . and lastly ye shall come yourselves, 
bambini miei, bringing your inheritance,—what 
you have to give to America, in your two hands. 
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Hans [With a slow grin]. I came bearing 
naught save shirt and trousers. 
Neuza [ With a giggle]. I brought a shawl. 
Otp Man. So? Is that all? 
Giovanni [T'o Hans and Netua]. Be silent! 
Orv Man. See,—this is the eve of Seventy-six, 
which America calls “Birthday of Liberty.” 
Hearken! The boys are ringing the great Lib- 
erty Bell. [As he speaks the far-away toll of a 
bell is heard.] The bell peals over the world and 
summons free brave spirits from all lands. 
Hans. Whose spirit comes from Germany? 
Otp Man. Let us see? Shall it be Bach, 
father of music? Or Luther, father of the 
Reformation? 
Hans. Luther, please! 
Giovanni. And who shall come from Italy? 
Otp Man. Among so many great whom shall 
we choose? Shall it be Dante of the divine song? 
Or Raphael of the divine touch? Or Francis of 
the divine life? Eh? Choose, bambini! 
Giovanni and Netxa [Impulsively]. Oh, let 
us send Francis the Saint! 
[The curtain at the back slowly parts, re- 
vealing a purple night sky. Up aloft is 
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seen a huge bell with ropes falling to 
earth. These are held by three boys in 
the costume of 1776. The boys tug at 
the bell. It rings. Into the spot of 
light thrown against the background 
steps the figure of Sarnt Francis in 
monkish garb. | 
First Boy. Who are you in monkish garb? 
We ring a bell 
Shall free the world from all your mouldy spell. 
Who are you? 
Francis. Francis of Assisi! 
Seconp Boy. Now 
We know you; and we know your triple vow,— 
Obedience,—poverty,—chastity! These spell 
Bondage,—submission. 
Francis. Nay, you read not well. 
Riches is bondage, binding thee to thine; 
To obey God’s will is liberty divine. 
Tuirp Boy. Yet you have preached strange 
doctrines, I have heard, 
Of brotherhood of man and beast and bird. 
Francois. Whate’er my creed, whatever yours 
may be,— 
Shall conscience in America be free? 
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Or will you shut the door on me and mine? 
[There is silence while the boys eye one 
another. | 
First Boy. It shall be free. Ring, bell of 
liberty! [They ring bell.] 
[Enter Joun Huss of Bohemia. |] 
Huss. Ye speak lightly of freedom. Do ye 
guess 
At what great cost it hath been purchased? 
Seconp Boy. Yes! 
Our fathers fled here to the wilderness, 
For right to worship God in their own way. 
They purchased it with blood and suffering... . 
Huss. THEY!!! [He checks his indignation. | 
Yes, they . . . and others too, braved for your 


sake 

The rack, the gibbet and the fiery stake. 

Ye crown your fighters with laurel crowns, but 
we, 

We died that you, in conscience, might be free. 

Tuirp Boy. John Huss, we welcome thee! 

Thine honored name 

Sheds luster on Bohemia. [T'o others.] Ring we 
a loud acclaim. 
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[They ring the bell. Enter Martin 
Luruer. | ' 
Lutruer. Huss died for you: I lived and 
fought the devil 
With my ink-pot, desecending to his level. 
For I protested, like your Declaration, 
Until I wrought the Protestant Reformation. 
Now do you know me? 
First Boy [Pointing with a smile to document 
Luruer carries]. Yes, and your famous theses! 
Srconp Boy [Bows and removes cap]. Where 
Luther is, servile submission ceases. 
Lurnuer. Well,—this advice I give for the 
devil’s besting: 
To remain free, ye must keep on protesting. 
Tump Bory. Great son of Germany, welcome 
to our land! 
On the rock you builded, on that rock we stand. 
We can do no otherwise. 
Ring, bells of Protest, to the skies! 
[They ring. Enter Kosciusko, LaF ay- 
ETTE and Epmunp Bourke. | 
First Boy [Advances to greet them]. Broth- 
ers-in-arms to Washington, advance! 
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You helped to free our body as these,—[Indicat- 
ing Huss and Lutuer. ]—our soul. 
Hail, Kosciusko, Pole! 
Hail, LaFayette of France! 
[They ring the bell.] 
Sreconp Boy. But who is with you? 
LaFayretre. Ring ye once again 
In honor of the greatest of Englishmen! 
First Boy. This bell shall never ring one of 
that name. 
LaFayette [Musingly]. It is both England’s 
glory and her shame, 
Her sons must fight, often standing from her side, 
Setting the love of right above the patriot’s pride. 
He,—[Indicating Burxr.]—fought not with his 
sword, but with his pen; 
And, as a freeman, he spoke for all free men. 
For Edmund Burke ring ye! 
Bors [Enthusiastically]. We ring again and 
yet again. 
[They ring heartily. Enter Totsrot, fol- 
lowed by a man clad as a JEWwisH 
Rasst. | 
Tuirp Boy [To those who had previously en- 
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tered]. Sirs, ’tis to you we owe it that we 
stand 
Body and soul freemen in a free land. 
Toxstror. Freemen? Ah, no! 
All men are bound in one, for weal or woe. 
While you make rich man, poor man, beggar man, 
thief, 
It is my firm belief 
You are NOT free ...! 
First Boy. Sir,—does a Russian mock our 
liberty? 
Who are you? 
Totsror. I am Tolstoi! 
My body came 
Out of dark Russia; but my spirit’s claim 
Is brotherhood with all the world! 
Jew [Advances]. That message,—lo! 
*Twas brought two thousand years ago 
By one “despised, rejected” whom men knew 
As “Jesus the Jew”! 
First Boy. The Jew? No, the first Christian! 
Jew. What matter creeds? 
He taught the brotherhood the whole world needs. 
He preached that Truth makes free, 
That where God is is liberty. 
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[Silence while all remove caps. The 
ProrLe or Att Lanps advance down 
aisle. | 

First Boy. Ye great ones of all Jands,— 
We recognize us debtors at your hands. [Points 
to aisle. | 
But who are these who follow, treading in your 
track? 
The ignorant, the unlettered? 
Bid them back! 
Shall we, who have fought and struggled, fill their 
lack? 
Huss [Or leader of Bohemians]. My people 
bring color, poetry and art... . 
Luter [Or leader of Germans]. We bring 
steadfastness,—integrity of heart. 
Toxustor [Or leader of Russians]. We bring 
capacity for work immense. 
LaFayerre [Or leader of French]. We bring 
a swift-glancing intelligence. 
Francis [Or leader of Italians]. An instinct 
for the beautiful is ours; 
We bring it with us, though invisible. 
We are the race of Dante,—Raphael. .. . 
Kosciusko [Or leader of Poles]. The world 
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would be the poorer, lacking our Chopin’s powers. 
Bourke [Or leader of English]. 
A plague upon you if you do not know 
Shakespeare is the inheritance you owe 
To England. We gave you Bacon, Newton, and 
the song 
Of Chaucer, Shelley, Keats. To you belong 
Our common laws, transplanted from our sod. 
*Tis much that you have taken at our hands. 
Jew [Or leader of Jews]. We bring you 
knowledge of the one true God: 
We bring the Psalms, the Prophets, God’s com- 
mands. 
Turrp Boy. I did not know we owed the world 
so much. 
Let the world come and share our country... . 
First Bory. No! 
They would take our freedom and soil it with 
dirty touch; 
They would strangely alter and change it. 
Srconp Boy. The debt we owe, 
We must pay.... 
[The Prorizs advance.] 
First Boy [Warding them off]. Begone! Our 
liberty is ours alone: 
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You shall not alter or change the music of its 
tone. 
Already a crack is coming. [To other boys.] 
Guard it well, 
Nor tune to foreign ears our sacred bell. [He 
turns and cries. | 
Oh, Washington, we call on thee again: 
Drive back, by thy wisdom, these invading men! 
[ WasuincTon enters. All bow.] 
First Boy [Eagerly]. Oh, sir, lend us the 
power of your fame! 
You led our fathers’ fathers when they hurled 
Defiance at the foe in freedom’s name. 
Shall we not guard it, then, with jealous pride, 
This liberty for which our fathers died? 
Wasnineton. Do you not feel your shame? 
[He advances and touches bell. | 
This Liberty Bell, 
Which rang at this nation’s birth, 
Rang through the heart of the world, 
And summoned the peoples of earth. 
Will you now ring liberty’s knell 
With the Liberty Bell? 


Take heed, 
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My children! Rise above color, race or creed: 
In love of country, find 
A larger love, embracing humankind, 
Knowing, in all the world, if there shall be 
One soul in chains, no one is truly free. 

First Boy. Sir, is this truth? 

Wasurncton. This is truth. 

First Bory [To Prorzes]. Come then, and 

ring with us, you of all lands! 

[The Prortes advance and group behind 
the three boys, to music; maybe the “In- 
ternationale.” Lastly, Neuia, Gto- 
vanni and Hans step shyly forward and 
lay hands on the rope. All pull to- 
gether and sing. | 


AMERICA 
By Katherine Lee Bates 


[Bell. Bell.] 
“Oh, beautiful for spacious skies [ Bell.] 
And amber waves of grain [Bell. Bell.] 
And purple mountain majesties [ Bell. | 
Above the fruited plain. [Bell. Bell.] 
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America, America, God shed his grace on thee! 
[Bell. Bell.] 

And crown thy good with brotherhood [ Bell. ] 

From sea to shining sea!” [Bell. Bell.] 


THE END 
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Adapted from 
“A GOOD THANKSGIVING” 
By Marian Dovetas 
(Mrs. Annie Douglas G. Robinson) 


Permission to use granted by George B. Cavis, 
Administrator. 
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THE PLACE 


Road near the cottage of Winow Lzx. 


THE PERIOD 


Thanksgiving Day (or Christmas). 


THE PROPERTIES 


A turkey, or a package which looks as though 
it held a turkey. A chicken, or a package which 
_ looks as though it held a chicken. A genuine 
spice or gingerbread cake. A cane. <A jack- 
knife. 

COSTUMES 


Oxtp GrenTLEMAN Gay. A top hat and long 
cloak or cape and cane. 
SHoEMAKER Price. A working smock and cap. 
Wwow Ler. Poke bonnet and shawl. (Old- 
fashioned dress if possible.) 
Curitpren. Smocks. 
Birps, Capes may be fashioned of dark cloth 
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cut at the ends like feathers. These may be 
joined to cloth caps, with stiff paper beaks at- 
tached and buttons for eyes; dark stockings and 
bloomers. Of course these costumes may be elabo- 
rated according to the time of the costumer. 


(This play may be used for Christmas by 


the substitution of the word “Christmas” for 


“Thanksgiving” and two changes indicated.) 
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[A Birp hops onto stage.] 
Birp [Gives bird call]. Ohé, brothers,—come! 
It’s Thanksgiving Day! 
[Other Brrps hop in. | 
Sreconp Birp. “Thanksgiving?” For what? 
[Or, “What’s that to us?” | 
The sky is gray,— 
And I see no prospect of dinner. [Looks hungrily 
about. | 
Tuirp Birp. Ohé! 
There goes Old Gentleman Gay! 
He’s the sourest old curmudgeon, so people say, 
A regular old miser! [Hops a few steps and 
calls.] Old gentleman,—hey! 
You can’t be called “gay” 
On Thanksgiving Day, 
If you keep what you’ve got, and give nothing 
away. 
[Enter Otp GenTLEMAN Gay, carrying 
the turkey and also a cane. 
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Birps [In chorus, hopping about him]. Old 
Gentleman Gay, 
On Thanksgiving Day, 
If you want to be happy, 
Give something away! 
Otp GenTLEMAN Gay [Beating them off with 
his stick]. “Thanksgiving Day!’ Rot: 
“Be happy!” For what? [Chuckles, clutching 
turkey. | 
Well,—at least I’ve a turkey 
When others have naught. 
Birps [In chorus, hopping away]. Old Gentle- 
man Gay, 


On Thanksgiving Day, 
If you want to be happy, 
Give something away! [Exeunt.] 
Op GentLEMAN Gay. “Give something away! 
Give something away !” 
“That’s the way to make paupers,” 
I’ve heard some one say. 
“If you lend, you make enemies,” 
That’s hardly wiser; . . . [He reflects.] 
But then,x—‘If you keep 
You are making a miser!” [He frowns.] 
“Give something away!” 
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°Tis the silliest advice; 
But I won’t be called “miser.” [Calls and 
beckons. | 
Hey,—Shoemaker Price! 
[Enter Suormaxer Pricr, carrying 
chicken, wrapped. | 
Do ye want a fine turkey 
I’m giving away? 
SHOEMAKER Price. ME? Want a TURKEY? 
Oh, dear Gentleman Gay,— 
It’s a wonderful, wonderful, 
Wonderful treat 
You'll be giving my Rosie 
And Denny and Pete! 
For they’ve never so much 
As tasted a taste 
Of a Thanksgiving turkey! 
Oxtp GenTLEMAN Gay. Well,—see there’s no 
waste! 
SHorMakeER Price. No fear of that, master! 
[He bows repeatedly. | 
Dear Gentleman Gay, 
I’m wishing you joy of your 
Thanksgiving Day! 
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Oxtp GentieMAN Gay [As he stumps off]. 
Well,—maybe there’s something 
In what the birds say, 
“If you want to be happy, 
-Give something away!” [Ezit.] 
SHormaker Price [Repeats]. “Give some- 
thing away!” 
That’s easy to say 
If you’re rich; . . . but a poor man 
Who works for his living 
Just cannot afford . . . [Stops and thumps him- 


self. | 

Tut! You fool! It’s THANKSGIVING! * 
[ Reflects. | 

FOR 

(If you’re rich. . . . But a poor man just cannot 
afford. ... 


And yet, this is CHRISTMAS,—the day of our 
Lord!) 


With such a fine turkey 

Before me, I ought 

To give Widow Lee 

The small chicken I bought. 

She’d make a fine mother, 
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I’m thinking, some day, 3 
To my motherless young ones. [He breaks off 
and bows, removing his cap as Wipow Lzxr 
enters. | 
Oh, Widow Lee,—pray 
Accept this small offering. [Offers chicken. | 
Wowvow Ler [Unwraps chicken]. OH! Shoe- 
maker Price! 
What an elegant chicken! 
How tender! How nice! 
But the thought of the giver 
Is dearer to me 
Than even the gift is. [Dimples.] 
SHOEMAKER Price. Oh, sweet Widow Lee! 
Do you know what they say? 
“On Thanksgiving Day, 
If you want to be happy, 
Give something away! .. .” 
And so,—[Bows in courtly fashion.]—will you 
give me 
Y ourself,—Widow Lee? 
Wwow Let ([Courteseying and _ smiling 
broadly]. Sure, it’s vastly agreeable 
And willing I'll be! [He kisses her hand. ] 
Now come home with me 
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And a fine ginger cake 
For your Rosie and Denny 
And Peter I'll bake. [They go off together.] 
[Interlude. Brrvs hop in, chanting.] 
Birps. Good people, all! 
Pray hear what we say: 
If you want to be happy 
On Thanksgiving Day, 
Give something away! 
Give something away! [They hop out.] 
[Enter Peter, then Denny and Roste. 
All sniff the air.] 
Peter. Smell, Denny! 
Denny. It’s cinnamon, sugar and spice! 
Rostz. I never smelled anything 
Half so nice. [They cross stage a-tiptoe. | 
Prerer. It comes from the kitchen 
Of Widow Lee! 
I wish she would give 
A taste to me! 
[Enter Wivow Lex holding a big cake.] 
Wivow Lex [Sternly]. What are you sniffing 
Around here for? [Rost and Perer run away. ] 
Denny. Please, Ma’am, such a smell 
Came from your door! 
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Wivow Lez. Oho! [She smiles and calls.| 
Come, Rosie! 
Come back, Pete! 
I’ve baked for you 
A Thanksgiving treat! 
[Rostz and Prerer reappear.]| 
Roste [Receiving cake]. Oh, thank you! 
Denny and Peter. Oh, thank you! [They 
squat about cake. | 
Wwow Lest [Arms a-kimbo, watches them]. 
It’s true, what folks say, 
“If you want to be happy, 
Give something away!” [Ezit.] 
Prerer [Cutting cake]. If it makes people 
happy 
To give away, 
Why then,—let ’em give! 
That’s what I say! 
I’m willing to take. [Looks up and calls, 
Hi! Little lame Jake! 
Just see what we’ve got! 
[Enter Lirrte Lame Jake. | 
Lirrte Lame Jaxe. What a beautiful cake! 
Prerer. Here’s a slice all around. [Divides 


cake into fours. | 
[331] 


THE ELF OF DISCONTENT 


Lirttz Lame Jaxe. And let’s save all the 
crumbs 
And feed them to every 
Wee birdie that comes! 
[Calls.]| Ho, Robin! Ho! Blackbird! 
Ho, Sparrow! Tweet! Tweet! 
Hurry and share in our 
Thanksgiving treat! 
[The Brrps hop in and peck at the 
crumbs. | 

Prrer. Here comes 
Old Gentleman Gay! 
He’s the sourest old curmudgeon, 
So people say; 
A regular old miser. ... 

First Brrp. But hearken! To-day 
He gave something away! 

Srconp Birp [Pointing]. Just see him grin 
In the friendliest way! | 

Tuirp Birp. So call him no longer 
“A stingy old miser!” 
He’s richer in happiness, 
Gayer and wiser,— 
For he’s made us 4ll happy! ... 
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[Bmps and CHILDREN run and surround 
Oxy GenTLEMAN Gay as he enters.] 
Birps and Cuitpren. Dear Gentleman Gay, 
On Thanksgiving Day, 
If you want to be happy, 
Give something away! 


[They hop away chanting the refrain. | 


THE END 
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GENERAL NOTES ON 
PRODUCTION 


By Cora Met Parten 
Chairman 
The Drama League Junior Play Committee 


In turning our attention to production, let us 
keep in mind the fact that we are dealing with 
plays, that plays should mean recreation and that 
recreation to be beneficial must be spontaneous 

and enjoyable. 

When choosing plays for children, we should 
try to find those in which the children will de- 
light, remembering that a play may sometimes 
mean little to a child in the beginning yet prove 
to be a real joy by the time it is ready for pro- 
duction. Whatever the theme, the time or the 
environment of the play, the director should have 
the ability to make it very real and truly enjoy- 
able for the children. 

The play chosen, we assemble the young people. 
The easiest way to enlist intelligent interest is to 
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rapidly tell them the story; then, if there be time, 
read the play as a whole, or sections of it, dis- 
cussing characters and situations fully but in- 
formally. ‘According to the books” there is but 
one type of production valuable for children, that 
which we call educational and which is given only 
for the good of the child. This should be a gen- 
erally accepted fact, but there are two sides to 
every question, and we may sometimes well ask 
what makes for the child’s ultimate good. 

In the home, in neighborhood groups, usually 
in schools and churches, the play should exist 
primarily for the child. Under such conditions, 
in choosing the cast give the individual child the 
part which will best develop his individuality. 
The negative sluggish boy may well be given the 
part of a virile hero, while a heavy, awkward girl 
might revel in being queen of the fairies. But 
there are situations in which a play is given for 
special occasions when a production as complete 
and beautiful as possible is desired; then the 
children as a group should understand that those 
who look the part and have the mental qualities 
for certain characters should be entrusted with 
those parts. The gifted child who can do all 
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parts well should never be exploited, as that is 
unjust to the individual as well as to the group. 
The children should understand from the begin- 
ning that “the play’s the thing,” and that it is a 
matter of team work, of all pulling together for 
the best possible production. 

After the cast is chosen the dates should be 
set for rehearsal. They should be announced in 
advance, so that they may always be reserved. 
Two or three rehearsals a week are far better 
than one; with too long an intervening time be- 
tween rehearsals the performers forget details and 
lose the stimulus and momentum of group work. 
Prompt and regular attendance at rehearsals 
should be insisted upon, as it is impossible to 
get satisfactory results without the entire cast, 
and few should be the excuses acceptable for ab- 
sence. However, in order that work may not be 
seriously handicapped by absentees, it is well to 
have one familiar with the play who can always 
step in to read their parts. A trained prompter 
is quite as valuable for rehearsals as for per- 
formance. 

In order that there may be an understanding 
of the play as a whole, it is advisable to place 

[337] 


GENERAL NOTES ON PRODUCTION 


in the hands of every child a copy of the entire 
play. It is well to let the children first read the 
lines sitting. When they understand the purpose 
and the point of the play, the next step should 
be an intelligent and sympathetic reading of the 
lines. Two things should be insisted upon: a 
clear, free voice and correct diction. To obtain 
these it is necessary to acquire a relaxed jaw, a 
well-opened mouth and a free, flexible action of 
the lips. The vowels should be well sustained, the 
speech elegant and finished, each syllable, word, 
phrase and sentence completely uttered. Great 
care and deliberation are necessary in the early 
rehearsals to impress upon the actors the absolute 
necessity of adequate voice and speech, When 
training individuals for vocal effects or for im- 
proved diction it is well to frequently include the 
young people sitting in front awaiting their cues. 
A little concert reading is valuable training, and 
the drill gives recreation to those with little to do. 

Those who have long parts running through the 
whole play should memorize the play in its en- 
tirety. For children this is quite as easy as learn- 
ing parts and cues. Those with short parts may 
memorize only their particular scenes. I have 
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always found it advisable to insist upon lines 
being memorized by a certain date, say, for the 
third or fourth rehearsal, and lines should be 
learned exactly as written. The number of re- 
hearsals required will depend upon the play and 
the cast, but perhaps as largely upon the method 
of handling the work. Very simple plays given 
informally should easily be presented with three 
or four rehearsals, Plays such as appear in this 
book might require from ten to twelve, or more. 
As long as there is enthusiasm for the rehearsals 
they are valuable, but when the zest for them is 
gone the time is practically wasted. Except for 
the occasional performance, it is perhaps a mis- 
take to work for much finish with children. Too 
much labor is liable to stifle spontaneity, which 
is the charm of all work on the stage and difficult 
for children to gain when once lost. From the 
first it is best to rehearse upon a floor space 
of the same dimensions as the stage to be used. 
‘At the second rehearsal, map out the stage, decid- 
ing upon all entrances, exits, and arrangement of 
furniture. Rehearse on stage, books in hand, get- 
ting positions in relation to other performers. 
When ready to begin rehearsal insist upon abso- 
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lute quiet from those not on the stage, and that 
they be alert and at entrances, ready for their 
parts without being called. From the beginning, 
try to visualize for the children the finished play. 
At each rehearsal they should work for gain in 
some specific direction. As soon as they are free 
from the text begin to introduce stage business. 
As soon as possible have all action and business 
settled, so that the last rehearsals may be given 
to the acquirement of skill. 

The joy in acting comes from character im- 
personation, the play of mind upon mind, the 
pleasure of concerted team work and the inspira- 
tion from the audience. As all work on a play 
is primarily for an audience, it is well to bear 
in mind always that there is to be an audience 
and that voice, speech, action, business, is for 
one end—to carry the story to the audience viv- 
idly and powerfully. 

The imagination must be so stimulated that the 
individual will lose self in the réle of the part 
he is interpreting. He should understand the 
character mentally and emotionally and be able 
to see the individual physically. He should un- 
derstand what the person is and why he is as 
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he is. It is well for him to think much about 
the part, to try to acquire the physical mani- 
festations, and to learn to stand, sit, walk, and 
look like the character. It is well to take one 
or two speeches and work on them until the voice 
and personality come. From the moment the 
actor walks upon the stage his own personality 
should be lost in that of the character portrayed. 
Absolute concentration and fervor of feeling is 
necessary to retain the character every moment, 
and indeed until well off the stage at close of 
scenes. 

It is necessary to impress upon beginners. that 
as long as they are upon the stage they are sup- 
posed to be acting, even when not in action. Good 
listeners are rare on the amateur stage, and neg- 
ative acting is more difficult than positive. But 
teach the young performers that by listening in- 
telligently and sympathetically they make it pos- 
sible for the one speaking to do his best and that 
only by the right listening attitude will he be able 
to give natural and forceful responses. It is, 
moreover, impossible to pick up cues naturally and 
quickly without the right listening habit. It is 
necessary to call attention to the fact that it is 
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not natural to look constantly and continuously 
at the character with whom one is carrying on a 
dialogue. Impress upon children that a listening 
mind means a living face, and that face and body 
should talk when quietly listening to others. 

It is often difficult to get bodily response from 
self-conscious or inexperienced children. A help- 
ful method is to throw the entire play into pan- 
tomime, thinking the lines and trying to express 
vividly the thought, mood and feeling by bodily 
action alone. I have found music a most valuable 
help in dealing with children. Whenever possible 
I have incidental music for entrances, exits and 
for important points throughout the play. It 
helps wonderfully in doing away with restraint 
and in acquiring cumulative action. Childrea 
must be taught that bodily action is not only a 
matter of using the arms, but also of expressing 
through the texture of the entire body with all 
its members the purpose, feeling and effect of the 
developing story. An important thing to impress 
upon them is that action should be sustained as 
long as the thought that prompts it is held, and 
that the climax of action should mark time with 
the climax of thought. 
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Young actors will invariably seek the rear of 
the stage and are inclined to forget all on the 
stage except the ones with whom they are engaged 
for the moment. All must constantly have a 
mental eye for the entire stage and all performers. 
Impress upon them that the stage should be kept 
well open, rather fan-shaped from center rear to 
either side front. The eyes must be trained to 
sense group values in order to keep the stage bal- 
anced. All should work together to give on-com- 
ing characters the right entrance. In groups and 
in mass movements, avoid crowding, hurry and 
huddling. There must be sufficient space between 
characters and groups to give perspective. In 
handling groups of fairies, soldiers, etc., it is well 
to train them outside on both lines and pantomime 
and bring them into the entire play for the last 
few rehearsals only. 

The thing that is most lacking in children’s 
plays is momentum and climax, but such a lack 
is unnecessary if the performers fully understand 
the play and know how much depends upon the 
elements of suspense and surprise. All words 
should reach, but an especial effort should be 
made to carry lines of importance on which hinge 
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character development, the turning point in the 
plot or the message of the play. All work should 
be natural and intimate, but sufficiently objective 
to get over the footlights. Working in a large 
room, or better still in the open, gives abandon 
and power to acting. Plays in the open develop 
vocal powers and give bodily freedom and natural, 
unhampered expression. Not only are open-air 
productions valuable to the child, but satisfactory 
alike to director and audience, because many im- 
perfections that are glaring indoors more or less 
vanish in the open. In training the voice for 
out of doors, the tone should be sustained much 
longer than is necessary indoors. It is usually 
impossible in the open to keep all the costumed 
characters out of sight. Some may be back of 
the trees or shrubbery, which should always make 
a background against which to play, and others 
may be arranged in groups at either end of the 
green used as a stage. Enough adults should 
be in charge of these groups to keep a watchful 
eye on each individual, for otherwise an occa- 
sional performer is liable to vanish and fail to 
appear at the right moment for his cue. 

The glory of the play, from the child’s stand- 
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point, is dependent largely upon the costumes. 
Very often self-conscious children can be greatly 
helped by allowing them to appear in costume 
during the early rehearsals. The costumes should 
be in the hands of an individual or a committee 
that will assume all responsibility. This com- 
mittee may be a group of older children or adults. 
But the performers have enough to do without 
planning or making their costumes. All costumes 
should be planned and, if possible, designed in 
water colors before any one is made. More unity 
and beauty of effect will be secured both in fabric 
and color if some one person buys all the 
materials. They need not be expensive; sateen, 
cheese cloth, silkaline, crépes, cretonne and mus- 
lins offer good colors and texture. Cambric is 
cheap but does not lend itself to anything de- 
manding grace or beauty of line. Costumes should 
be made as simply as possible, remembering that 
beauty and effectiveness consist in harmony of 
line and color. It is well to develop a color scheme 
for a play, frequently repeating the dominant 
tones. Much depends upon attention to details, 
such as correct shoes, stockings, hats, etc. 

A dress rehearsal should always be given before 

[345] 


GENERAL NOTES ON PRODUCTION 


a small group of invited guests, which lends dig- 
nity and reality to the occasion. I frequently give 
successful performances with no dress rehearsal 
at all, but under such circumstances I personally 
see the individual costumes to know that they are 
complete, that they fit properly and can be easily 
and quickly adjusted. After performance, every 
child should fold his own costume and return to 
the committee in charge. Under no circumstances 
should they be permitted to run away, leaving 
costumes and properties scattered about for others 
to collect. 

As to scenery and settings, the simple thing 
in good taste is always desirable for children. A 
background of neutral curtains, gray, green or 
brown, can be made to answer for practically any 
play. If the older children can design and paint 
sets of screens for scenery it will be interesting 
work and valuable training. 

Some one individual should be made responsible 
for the collection and care of all properties, and 
borrowed properties should be very promptly re- 
turned. 

Shall children be made up for their parts? 
Personally, I dislike anything which tends to make 
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of life a thing artificial for the child. In the 
open and for simple indoor plays I use no 
make-up. For more pretentious affairs, with 
artificial lighting, some make-up seems necessary ; 
but it should be used sparingly, especially in deal- 
ing with eyes and lips, where the application of 
too much make-up does much to cheapen the 
effect. With a little instruction, or such help 
as may be gained from books, one or two persons 
can, with experience, become quite expert in han- 
dling make-up. 

Perhaps no one thing outside of the mind and 
imagination of the actor so aids in creating the 
illusion and so adds to the charm and the beauty 
of the preduction as the matter of light. If 
a few of the older boys with an interest in elec- 
tricity can be interested in reading available 
material on theatrical lighting and in making ex- 
periments on their own account, they may be able 
to secure fairly adequate lighting without great 
expense. 

There are different methods of production. 
Some teachers work on the stage with the chil- 
dren, others direct from the house entirely. I 
work first on the stage, mingling with the children, 
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chatting freely to put them at their ease. After 
two or three rehearsals of that sort I direct from 
the front, going on to the stage occasionally. 
When lines are under perfect command and the 
whole begins to move of its own momentum, I go 
to the rear and sit down with pencil in hand, 
listen and watch, take notes, and at the close call 
all the cast together for comment and criticism. 

The play is a make-believe world, its whole 
purpose to create an illusion. That is entirely 
lost if children in costume are permitted to sit 
with the audience to watch a part of the per- 
formance. Children can easily be made to see 
this, and then will willingly sacrifice their per- 
sonal desires. Curtain calls, too, detract from 
the illusion, and though fond parents may wish 
to see their offspring recalled, child actors are 
quite ready to eliminate curtain calls for the good 
of the play. If we can train a generation or so 
to such appreciation of values we may eventually 
be able to eliminate from the professional stage 
the curtain call which to our sorrow resurrects the 
dead in the twinkling of.an eye. 

In all types of plays and under all conditions 

[348] 


GENERAL NOTES ON PRODUCTION 


it is well to keep before the mind certain essen- 
tials, such as truthful interpretation, vividness, 
beauty, power. Life and life abundant is abso- 
lutely necessary to a performance of power. A 
director with a buoyant nature, who understands 
children and loves the work, will hold the attention 
and increase the interest and joy in production 
right up to the date of performance. 

Discipline should be firm, but never severe. 
Criticism, either of deportment or performance, 
that stoops to nagging is detrimental rather than 
helpful. All criticism should be constructive, but 
negative criticism kindly applied becomes positive 
in its effect. Be quick to recognize improvement 
and ever ready to praise right effort. To men- 
tion at the beginning of rehearsal a definite aim 
for the hour concentrates effort toward a common 
end, and at the close of each rehearsal it will be 
well to tell the group just what has been gained 
as well as what should be remedied. Appreciation 
from the director is perhaps the greatest of all 
incentives. 

As we said in the beginning, we say again: Dra- 
matic play is recreation. Every rehearsal should 
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be like an organized, well-directed game, every 
performance an achievement and a joy. The 


play, whatever its nature, should be taken seri- 
ously but acted joyously. 


THE END 
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